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THE CLOISTER AND THE HEARTH. 



> CHAPTEß I. 

h^ Thb reader already knows how mach these two had to teil 
i one another. It was a ßweet yet bitter day for Margaret, 
t since it brought her a true friend, and ill news : for now first 

ishe leamed that Gerard was all alone in that stränge land. 
She could not think with Denys that he would come home \ 
^ indeed he wonld have arrived before this. 
^ Denys was a balm. He called her his she-comrade , and 
I was always cheering her up with his formula and hilarities, 
yand she petted him and made much of him, and feebly 
hectored it over him as well as over Martin, and would not 
Met him eat a single meal out of her house, and forbade him 
1 to use naughty words. "It spoilsyou, Denys. Good lack, 
! to hear such ugly words come forth so comely a head: for- 
^ bear, or I shall be angry: so be civil." Whereupon Denys 
was upon his good behaviour, and ludicrous the struggle 
^ between his native politeness and his acquired ruffianism. 
, And as it never rains but it pours , other persons now solicited 
) Margaretes friendship. She had written to Margaret Van 
^ Eyck a humble letter telling her she knew she was no longer 
I the favourite she had been, and would keep her distance; 
\ but could not forget her benefactress*s past kindness. She 
^ then told her brfefly how many ways she had battled for a 
Hving, and, in conclusion, begged eamestly that her resi- 
dence might not be betrayed, "least of all to hispeople. I 
do hate them , they drove him from me. And , even when he 
The üoister and the Hearth, iL 1 



2 THE CLOISTER 

was gone, their hearts tumed not to me as they would an if 
thej had repented their cruelty to him." 

The Yan Eyck was perplexed. At last she made a con- 
fidante of Reicht. The secret ran through Beicht , as through 
acylinder, to Catherine. 

'^Ay, and is ehe tumed thatbitteragainstns?" saidthat 
good woman. '* She stole our son from us , and now she hates 
US for not running into her arms. Natheless it is a blessing 
she is aliye and no farther away than Rotterdam." 

The English princess, now Countess Charolois, made a 
stately progress through the northem states of the duchy, 
accompanied by her step-daughter the young heiress of Bor- 
gundy, Marie deBourgogne. Then the old duke, themost 
magmficentprinceinEurope, put out his splendour. Troops 
of dazzling ^lights, and bevies of fair ladies gorgeously attired, 
attended the two princesses; and minstrels, Jongleurs, or 
Storytellers, bards, musicians, actors, tumblers, followed 
in Üie train; and there was fencing, dancing, and joy in 
every town tiiey shone on. Bichart invited all his people to 
meet him at Botterdam and view the pageant. 

They had been in Botterdam some days , when Denys met 
Catherine accidentally in the street, and after a warm greet- 
ing on both sides , bade her rejoice , for he had found the she- 
comrade , and crowed; but Catherine cooled him by showing 
him how much earlier he would have found her by staying 
quietly at Tergou, than by vagabondizing it all over Holland. 
'*And being found, what the better are we? her heart is 
set dead against us now." 

<'0h, let that flea stick, come you with me to her 
house." 

No, she would not go where she was sure of an ill welcome. 
" Them that come unbidden sit unseated." No , let Denys be 
mediator , and bring the parties to a good undertanding. He 
undertook the office at once, and with great pomp and con- 
fidence. He trotted ofPto Margaret and said, '< She-comrade, 
I met this day a friend of thine." 

^'Thou didst look into theBotter then, and see thyself .*' 
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"Nay, *twa8 a female, and one that öeeks thy regard; 
'twas Catherine, G«rard*8 mother." 

"Oh, wasit?" ßaid Margaret; "then you may teil her 
she comes too late. There was a time I longed and longed 
for her; bat she held aloof in my hour of mostneed, so now 
we will be as we ha* been." 

Denys tried to ahake this resolution. He coaxed her, 
bnt she was bitter and suUen, and not to be coaxed. Then 
he scolded her well; then, at that, she went into hysterics. 

He was fidghtened at this result of his eloquence, and 
being off his guard allowed himself to be entrapped into a 
solemn promise never to recur to the subject. He went back 
to Catherine crestf allen , and told her. She fired up and told 
the family how his overtures had been received. Then they 
fired up; it became a feud and bumed fiercer every day. 
Little Kate alone made some excuses for Margaret 

The very next day another visitor came to Margaret, and 
found the military enslaved and degraded, Martin up to his 
elbows in soapsuds, and Denys ironing very clumsily, and 
Margaret plaiting ruffs, bat with a mistress's eye onher raw 
leyies. To these there entered an old man , venerable at first 
sight, bat on nearer view keen and wizened. 

"Ah," cried Margaret. Then swiftly tumed her back on 
him and hid her face with invincible repugnance. "Oh, that 
man! that man!" 

"Nay, fear me not," said Ghysbrecht; "I come on a 
firiend*8 errand. I bring ye a letter from foreign parts." 

"Mockmenot, old man," and she turned slowly round. 

" Nay, see , and he held out an enormous letter. Margaret 
darted on it, and held it with trembling hand and glistening 
eyes. It was G«rard*s handwriting. 

"Oh, thank you, sir, bloss you for this. I forgive you all the 
111 you ever wrought me." And she pressed Öie letter to her 
bosom with one hand, and glided swiftly from the room with it. 

As she did not come back, Ghysbrecht went away, but 
not without ascowl at Martin. Margaret was hours alone 
with her letter. 

1* 
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CHAPTEB IL 



Whbn Bhe came down again she was a changed woman. 
Her eyes were wet, but calm, and all her bittemess and ex- 
citement charmed away. 

"Denys," seid she, softly, "Ihave gotmy Orders. lam 
to read my lover's letter to his folk." 

" Ye will never do that?" 

"AywiUL" 

<^I see there is something in the letter has softened ye to- 
wards them." 

^^Not a jot, Denys, not a jot. But an I hated them like 
poison I wonld not cüsobey my love. Denys, 'tis so sweet to 
obey, and sweetest of all to obey one who is far, far away and 
cannot enforce my duty, bat must trust my love for my obe- 
dience. Ah, Gerard, my darling, at hand I might have 
slighted thy commands, misliking thy folk as I have cause to 
do ; bat now, didst bid me go into the raging sea and read thy 
sweet letter to the sharks there Td go. Therefore, Denys, 
teil his mother I have got a letter, and if she and hers would 
hear it, I am their servant, let them say their hoar, and 
ril seat them as best I can, and welcome them as best I 
may." 

Denys went off to Catherine with this good news. He 
foond the family at dinner, and told them tiiere was a long 
letter £rom Gerard. Then in the midst of the joy this caased, 
he Said, <<And her heart is softened, and she will read it to 
you herseif; yoa are to choose yoar own time." 

" What, does she think there are none can read bat her? " 
asked Catherine. "Let her send the letter and we will 
read it." 

"Nay, bat mother," objected little Kate; "mayhap she 
cannot bear to part it £rom her hand; she loves him dearly." 

"What, thinkssheweshaUstealit?" 

Comelis saggested that she woold fain wedge herseif into 
the family b;^ means of this letter. 
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Denys cast a look of acom on the Speaker. ^' There spoke 
a bad heart," said he. ^'La Camarade hates you all like 
poison. Oh, mistake me not, dame; Idefend her not, bat 
so 'tis; yet maugre her spieen at a word &om G^rard she 
proffers to read you his letter with her own pretty mouth, and 
hath a voice like honey — sure 'tis a fair proffer." 

^^'Tis so, mine honest soldier," said the father of the 
f amily , * and merits a civil reply, tiieref ore hold your whisht 
ye that be women, andl shall answer her. Teil her I, his 
father, setting aside all past gradges, do for this grace thank 
her, and, would she have double thanks, let her send my 
son's letter by thy faithful band, the which will I read to his 
flesh and blood, and will then to her so sureiy and faithfully 
retum, as I am £11 a Dierich a William a Luke, free burgher 
of Tergou, like my forbears, and, like them, amanof my 
word." :. 

"Ay, and a man who is better than his word," cried Ca« 
therine ;• " the only one I ever did foregather." 

"Hold thy peace, wife." 

"Art a man of sense, Eli, a dirk, a chose, a chose,"* 
shouted Denys. " The she-comrade will be right glad to obey 
Gerard and yet not face you all, whom she hates as worm- 
wood, saving your presence. Bless ye, the world hath 
changed, she is all Submission to-day : " Obedience is honey." 
quoth she; and in sooth 'tis a sweetmeat she cannot but 
savour, eating so little on't, forwhat with her fair face, and 
her mellow tongue; and what wi' flyingin fits and terrifying 
US that be soldiers to death, an we thwart her; and what wi' 
chiding us one while, and petting uslike lambs fother, she 
hath made two of the crawlingest slaves ever you saw out of 
two honest swashbucklers. I be the ironing luffian, t* other 
washes." 

"Whatnext?" 

" What next? why whenever the brat is in the world I shall 
rockcradle, and t' other knave will wash tucker and bib. S0| 

* AngUce, a TUng-em-bob. 
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then, m go fetch the letter on the instant Ye will let me 
bide and hear it read, will ye not?** 

^'Else oor hearts were black as coal,** said Catherine. 

So Denys went for the letter. He came back crestfallen. 
" She will not let it out of her hand neither to me nor you, nor 
any he or she that lives.** 

"I knew she would not,** said Comelis. 

«Whishtl whisht!** said Eli, <'and let Denys teil his 
Story.** 

" * Nay,* said I, * but be nded by me.* * Not I,* qnoth she. 
* Well but,* quoth I, *that same honey Obedience ye spake 
of.* *You are a fool,* says she; *obedienoe to Gerard is 
sweet, but obedience to any other body, who ever said that 
was sweet?* 

''At last she seemed to soften a bit, and did give me a 
written paper for you, mademoiselle. Here'tis.** 

"Forme?** said little Kate, colouring. 

"Give that here!** said Eli, and he scanned the writing, 
and said almost in a whlsper, "These be wordsfrom the letter. 
Hearken! 

" ^And, sweetheart, an' if these lines should travelsafe 
tothee, makethoutrialofmypeople*s hearts withal. Maybe 
they are somewhat tumed towards me, being far away. If 
*tis so, they will show it to thee, since now to me they may 
not. Bead, then, this letter! But I do strictly forbid thee to 
let it from thy hand; and if they still hold sJoof from thee, 
why, then say nought, but let them think me dead. Obey 
me in this; for, if tiiou dost disrespect my judgment and my 
will in this, thou lovest me not.* ** 

There was a silence, and Q«rard*s words copied by Mar- 
garet were handed round and inspected. 

"Well,** said Catherine, "that is another matter. But 
methinks 'tis for her to come to us, not we to her.** 

"Alas, mother! whatoddsdoesthatmake?** 

"Much,** said Eli. "Teil her we are over many to come 
toher, and bid her hlther, the sooner the better.** 

When Denys was gone, £11 owned it was a bitter pill to 
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lum. ^'When that lass sliall cross my threshold, all the 
nÜBchief and misery she hath made here will seem to come in 
adoors in one heap. But what could I do, wife? We must 
hearthe news of Gerard. I saw that in thine eyes, and feit 
it in my own heart. And she is backed by our undutifiil but 
still beloved son, and so is she stronger than we, and brings 
ournosesdown to the grindstone, the sly, cruel, jade. But 
never heed. We will hear the letter : and then let her go un- 
blessed, as she came unwelcome." 

''Make your mind easy," said Catherine. "She will not 
oome at all." And a tone of regret was visible. 

Shortly after Kichart, who had been hourly expected, 
arrived £rom Amsterdam grave and dignified in his burgher's 
robe and gold chain, ru£P, and furred cap, and was received 
not with affection only, but respect; for he had risen a step 
higher than his parents, and such steps were marked in 
mediaBYal society almost as yisibly as tiiose in their stair- 
cases. 

Admitted in due course to the family Council, he showed 
plainly, though not discourteously, that his pride was deeply 
wounded by their having deigned to treat with Margaret 
Brandt. " I see the temptation," said he. "But which of us 
hath not at times to wish one way and do another?'* 

This threw a considerable chill over the old people. So 
little Kate put in a word. " Vex not thyself, dear Bichart 
Mother says she will not come." 

"All the better, sweetheart. 1 fear me, if she do, 1 shall 
hie me back to Amsterdam." 

Here Denys popped his head in at the door, and said " She 
will be here at three on the great dial." 

They all looked at one another in silence. 
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CHAPTER III. 



"Nat, Richart," said Catherine at last, "for Heaven^s 
sake let not this one sony wench set us all by the ears: hath 
ehe not made ill blood enough already ? ** 

" In very deed she hath. Fear me not, goodmother. Let 
her come and read the letter of the poor boy she hath by 
devilish arte bewitched, and then let her go. Give me your 
words to show her no coontenance beyond decent and con- 
Btrsuned civility: less we may not, being in our own house; 
and I wiU say no more." On this understanding they awaited 
the foe. She, for her part, prepared for the interview in a 
spirit little less hostile. 

When Denys brooght word they would not come to her, 
but woold reeeive her, her lip curled, and she bade hlm ob- 
serve how in them every feeling, however small, was larger 
than the love for Gerard. "Well," said she, "I have not 
that excuse; so why mimic the pretty burgher's pride, the 
pride of all onlettered folk? I wiU go to tibem for Gerard's 
sake. Oh, how Iloathe them!" 

Thus poor good-natured Denys was bringing into one 
house the materials of an explosion. 

Margaret made her toilet in the same spirit that a knight 
of her day dressed for battle — he to parry blows, and she to 
parry glances — glances of contempt at her poverty, or of 
irony at lier eztravagance. Her kirtle was of English cloth, 
dark blue, and her farthingale and hose of the same material, 
but a glossy roan, or claret colour. Not an inch of preten- 
tious fia about her, but piain snowy linen wristbands, and 
curiously-plaited linen from the bosom of the kirtle up to the 
conunencement of the throat; it did not encircle her throat, 
but framed it, being square, not round. Her front hair still 
peeped in two waves much after the fashion which Mary 
Queen of Scots revived a Century later; but instead of the 
silver net, whlch would have iU become her present condition, 
the rest of her head was covered with a very small tight-fitting 
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hood of dark blue cloth, hemmed with silver. Her slioes were 
red; but the roan petticoat and hose prepared the spectator's 
mind for the shock, and they set off the arched instep and 
shapelyfoot 

Beaaty knew its business then as now. 

And with all this she kept her enemies waiting, though it 
was three by the dial. 

At last she started, attended by her he-comrade. And 
when they were half way, she stopped and said thoughtfally, 
"Denys!" 

"Well, she-general?" 

"I must go home " (piteously). 

" What have ye left somewhat behind? " 

"Ay." 

"What?" 

"Mycoürage. Oh! oh! oh!" 

"Nay, nay, be brave, she-general. I shall be with you." 

"Ay, but wilt keep close to me when I be there ?" 

Denys promised, and she resomed her march, bat gin- 
gerly. 

Meantime, they were all assembled, and waiting for her 
with a Strange mizture of feelings. 

Mortification, curiosity, panting affection, aversion to her 
who came to gratify those feelings, yet another curiosity to 
/ see what she was like, and what there was in her to bewitch 
^ Gerard, and make so much mischief . 

At last Denys came alone, and whispered, "The she«* 
comrade is without." 

"Fetch her in," said Ell "Now whist, all of ye. None 
speak to her but I." 

They all tumed their ^j^ to the door in dead silence. 

A little muttering was heard outside ; Denys*s rough organ, 
and a woman's soft and mellow voice. 

Presentlythat stopped; and then the door opened slowly, 
and Margaret Brandt, dressed as I have described, and some- 
what pale, but calm and lovely, stood on the threshold, look- 
ing straight bef ore her. 
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They all rose bat Kate, and remained mute and staring. 

"Be seated, mistress/* said Eli, gravely, and motioned 
to a seat that had been set apart for her. 

She inclined her head, and crossed the apartment; and in 
80 doing her condition was very visible, not only in her shape, 
bat in her langaor. 

Comelis and Sybrandt hated her for it Biohart thooght 
it spoiled her beaaty. 

It Boftened the women somewhat. 

She took her letter oat of her bosom, and kissed it as if 
she had been alone ; then disposed herseif to read it with the 
air of one who knew she was tiiere for that single porpose. 

Bat, as she began, she noticed they had seated her all 
by herseif like a leper. She looked at Denys, and putting her 
band down by her side, made him a swift fortive motion to 
come by her. 

He went with an obedient start as if she had cried 
'^March! " and stood at her Shoulder like a sentinel; bat this 
zealous manner of doing it revealed to the Company that he 
had been ordered thither; and at that she coloured. And 
now she began to read her Gerard, their Gerard, to their 
eagerears, inamellow, bat clear yoiee , so soft, soeamest, 
so thrilling, her very soul seemed to cling about each precious 
sound. It was a voice as of a woman*s bosom set speaking 
by Heaven itself . 

"I do nothing doubt, my Margaret, that, long ere this 
shall meet thy beloved eyes, Denys, my most dear firiend, 
will have sought thee out, and told thee the manner of oor 
unlooked-for and most tearful parting. Therefore I will e'en 
begin at that most doleful day. What befeil him after , poor 
faithful soul, fain, fain wotüd I hear, but may not. But I 
pray for him day and night next after thee , dearest. Friend 
more stauch and loving had not David in Jonathan than I in 
him. Be good to him for poor Gerard's sake." 

At these words, which came quite unezpectedly to him, 
Denys leaned bis head on Margaret's high chair, and groaned 
aloud. 
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She turned quicklj as ehe sat, and foand bis hand, and 
pressed it. 

And so the sweetheart and the Mend held hands while the 
sweetheart read. 

"I wentforwardalldizzied, likeoneinanilldream; and 
presentlj a gentleman came up with bis servants, all on 
horseback, and bad like to bave rid o'er me. Andbe drew 
rein at tbe brow of tbe bill, and sent bis armed men back 
to rob me. Tbey robbed me civilly enougb; and took my 
purse and tbe last copper, and rid gaily away. I wandered 
stupid on, a firiendless pauper." 

Tbere was a general sigb, followed by an oatb from 
Denys. 

" Presently a stränge dimness came o*er me, I lay down to 
sleep on tbe snow. 'Twas ill done, and witb störe ofwolves 
bard by. Had I loved tbee as tbou dost deserve, I bad sbown 
more manbood. But ob, sweet love, tbe drowsiness that 
did crawl o'er me desolate, and benmnbme, was more tban 
nature. And so I slept; and but tbat God was better to us, 
tban I to tbee or to myself, &om tbat sleep I ne'er bad waked ; 
so all do say . I bad slept an bour or two , as I suppose , but 
no more , wben a band did sbake me rudely . I awoke to my 
troubles. And tbere stood a servant girl in ber bolyday suit. 
*Are ye mad,' quotb sbe, in seeming cboler, *to sleep in 
snow, and under wolves'nosen? Art weary o' life , and not 
langweaned? Come, now,' saidsbe, morekindly, ^getup 
like a good lad;' so I did rise up. *Are ye rieb, or are ye 
poor ? ' But I stared at ber as one amazed. * Wby, *tis easy 
of reply,' quotb sbe. 'Are ye rieb, or are ye poor?' Tben 
I gave a great, loud cry; tbat sbe did start back. 'Am I 
rieb , or am I poor? Had ye asked me an bour agone , I bad 
Said I am rieb. But now I am so poor as sure eartb bearetb 
on ber bosom none poorer. An bour agone I was rieb in a 
friend, rieh in money, rieb in bope and spirits of youtb; 
but now tbe Bastard of Burgundy bath taken my friend and 
anotber gentleman my purse; and I can neither go forward 
to Borne nor back to her I left in Holland. I am poorest of 
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thepoor.' <Alack!* said the wench. 'Natheless, anyehad 
been rieh je might ha* lain down again in the snow for any 
use I had for ye ; and then I trow je had soon fared out o* this 
World as bare as ye came into 't. But, being poor, you are 
our man: bo come wi* me.' Then I went because she bade 
me , and because I recked not now whither I went. And she 
took me to a fine house hard by, and into a noble dining-hali 
hung with black : and there was set a table with many dishes, 
and but one plate and one chair. 'Fall to!' said she, in a 
whisper. *What, alone?' said I. *Alone? And which of 
US, think ye, would eat out of the same dish with ye? Are 
we robbers o' the dead? ' Then she speered where I was bom. 
*At Tergou,* said I. Says she, *And, when a gentleman dies 
in that country , serve they not the dead man's dinner up as 
usual , tili he be in the ground , and set some poor man down 
to it?' I told her, nay. 'She blushed for us then. Hera 
they were better Chr&tans.* So I behoved to sit down. 
But small was my heart for meat. Then this kind lass sat 
by me and poured me out wine; and, tasting it, it cut me 
to the heart Denys was not there to drink with me. He doth 
so love good wine, and women good, bad, or indi£Perent. 
The rieh, strong wine curled round my sick heart; and that 
day fürst I did seem to glimpse why folk in trouble run to 
drhik so. She made me eat of e?ery dish. '*Twas unluckj 
to pass one. Nought was here but her master's daily dinner.' 
<He had a good stomach, then,' said I. 'Ay, lad, and a 
good heart. Leastways, so we all say now he is dead; but, 
being alive , no word on't e'er heard I.' So I did eat as a bird, 
nibblingof every dish. And she hearing me sigh, andseeing 
me like to choke at the food, took pity and bade me be of 
good cheer. I should sup and lie there that night. And she 
went to tke bind, and he gave me a right good bed; and I 
told him all, and asked him would the law give me backmy 
purse. *Law!' quoth he; *law there was none for the poor 
in Burgundy. Why, 'twas the cousin of the Lady of the 
Manor, he that had robbed me. He knew the wild spark. 
The matter must be judged before the lady; and she was 
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qnite yonng, and far more like to hang me for Blandering 
her Cousin, and a gentleman, and a handsome man, ihan to 
make him give me back mj own. Inside the liberties of a 
town a poor man might now and then see the face of justice; 
but out among the grand seigneurs and dames — never/ 
So I Said, ^Ti\ sit down robbed rather than seek justice and 
find gallows.* Thej were all most kind to me next daj; and 
the girl profltered me money from her small wage to help me. 
towardsKhine." 

"Oh, then, he is Coming home! he is Coming homel" 
shouted Denys, interrupting the reader, She shook her head 
gently at him, by way of reproof. 

"Ibegpardon, aU the Company," saidhe, ßtiffly. 

"Twas a sore temptation; but, being a servant, my 
stomach rose against it. ^Nay, nay,' said I. She told me I 
was wrong. * 'Twas pride out o' place ; poor folk should help 
one another; or who on earth would?' I said I if could do 
aught in retum 'twere well; but for a free gift, nay: 1 was 
overmuch beholden already. Should write a letter for her? 
'Nay, he is in the house at present,' said she. 'Should I 
drawherpicture, and so eammy money?' *What, canye?* 
said she. I told her I could try; and her habit would well 
become a picture. So she was agogto belimned, and give 
it her lad. And I set her to stand in a good light, and soon 
made sketches two, whereof I send theo one , coloured at odd 
hours. The other I did most hastily, and with little con« 
science daub, for which may Heaven forgive me; but time 
was Short. They, poor things, knew no better, and were 
most proud and joyous; and, both kissing me after their 
country f ashion, 'twas the bind that was her sweetheart, they 
did bid me God-speed ; and I towards Rhine." 

Margaret paused here, and gave Penys the coloured 
drawing to band round. It was eagerly examined by the 
females on account of the costume, which difiPered in some 
respects £rom that of a Dutch domestic: the hair was in a tight 
linen bag, a yellow half*kerchief 'crossed her head £rom ear 
to eari bat threw out a rectangular point ihat descended the. 
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centre of her forehead, and it met in two more points over 
her bosom. She wore a red kirüe with long tleeves, kilted 
very high in front, and showing a green farthingale and a 
great red leather pnrse hanging down over it; red etockings, 
yellow leathem shoes, ahead of her age; for thej were low- 
qnartered and square-toed, secured hj a strap buckling over 
the instep, which was not nncommon, and was perhapsthe 
rade germ of the diamond buckle to come. 

Margaret continued: — 

"But, ohi how I missed my Denys at every stepl often 
1 sat down on the road and groaned. And in the aftemoon 
it chanced that I did so set me down where two roads met, and 
withheavyheadinhand, andheavyheart, didthinkofthee, 
my poor sweetheart, and of my lost fnend, and of the little 
house at Tergou, where they all loved me once; thoo^ now 
it is tumed to hate." 

Catherine,] ^'AlasI that he will think so." 

EH.] "Whist! wife!" 

" And I did sigh loud, and often. And me sighing so, one 
came carolling like a bird adown fother road. *Ay, chirp 
aud chirp,* cried I, bitterly. < Thou hast not lost sweetheart, 
and friend, thy faüier's hearth, thy mother's smile, and every 
penny in the world.' And at last he did so carol, and carol, 
I jumped up in ire to get away from his most jarring mirth. 
But, ere I fled from it, I looked down the patii to see what 
could make a man so light hearted in this weary world ; and 
lo! the songster was a hmnpbacked cripple, with a bloody 
bandage o'er his eye, and both legs gone at the knee.** 

"He! he! he! he! he!" went Sybrandt, laughing and 
cackling. 

Margarets eyes flashed : she began to fold the letter up. 

" Nay, lass," said Eli, " heed him not ! Thou unmannerly 
cur, oflfer't but again and I put thee to the door." 

"Why, what was there to gibe at, Sybrandt?" remon- 
strated Catherine, more mildly. "Is not our Kate afflicted? 
and is she not the most content of us all, and singethlike a 
merle at times between her pains ? Bat I am as bad aa thou ;, 
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prithee read on, lass, and stop onr gabble wi' somewhat worth 
the hearkening." 

"'Then/ said I, 'may this thing be?* And I took my- 
seif to task. ' Gerard, son of Eli, dost thou well to bemoan 
thy lot, that hast youth and health ; and here comes the wreck 
of natureon crutches, praising God's goodness with singing 
likeamavis?*" 

Catherine,] " There you see." 

Eli.] " Whist, dame, whist ! " 

'^And whenever he saw me, he leffc caroUing and presently 
hobbled up and chanted, *Charity, for love of Heaven, sweet 
master, charity,* with a whine as piteous as wind at keyhole. 
< Alack, poor soul,* said I, * charity is in my heart, but not my 
purse; I am poor as thou.' Then he believed me none, and 
to melt me undid his sleeve, and showed a sore woimd on bis 
arm, and said he, ^Poor cripple though 1 be, I am like to lose 
this eye to boot, look eise.' I saw and groaned for him, and 
to excuse myself let him wot how I had been robbed of my last 
copper. Thereat he left whining all in amoment, and said, 
in a big manly voice, 'Then TU e'en take a rest Here, 
youngster, pull thou this strap : nay, fear not I ' I pulled, and 
down came a stout pair of legs out of his back; and half his 
hiunp had melted away , and the wound in his eye no deeper 
than the bandage." 

" Oh ! " ejaculated Margaretes hearers, in a body." 

" Whereat, seeing me astounded, he laughed in my face, 
and told me I was not worth gulling, and offered me his pro- 
tection, * My face was prophetic,' he said. * Of what ? ' said L 
'Marry,' said he, 'that its owner will starve in thisthievish 
land.' Travel teaches e*en the young wisdom. Time was I 
had tumed and fled this impostor as a pestilence ; but now I 
listened patienüy to pick up crumbs of counsel. And well I 
did: for nature and his adventurous life had cranmied the 
poor knave with shrewdness and knowledge of the homelier 
sort — a child was I beside him. When he had tumed me in- 
side out, said he, 'Didst well to leave France and make for 
Germany; butthink not of Holland again. Nay, ontoAugs- 
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bnrg and Nürnberg, the Paradise of craftsmen: tiience fo 
Venice, an thou wilt. But thou wilt never bide in Italy nor 
any other land, having once tasted the great G^rman cities. 
WI17 there is bat one honest country in Enrope, that is G^er- 
manj; and since thou art honest, and since I am a vagabone, 
Germany was made for ob twain.' I bade him maüke that 
good: how might one conntry fit tnie men and knares? 
*Why, thounovice,' saidhe, ^because in an honest land are 
fewer knaves to bite the honest man, and many honest men for 
the knave to bite. I was in luck, being honest, to have fallen 
in with a friendly sharp. Be my pal,' said he. ' I go to Nürn- 
berg, we will reach it with füll Pouches. 1*11 leam ye the cnl 
de bois, and the cul de jatte, and how to maund, and chant, 
and patter, and to raise swellings, and paint sores and ulcers 
on thy body would take in the divell.' I told him , shivering, 
l*d liever die than shame myself and my folk so." 

Eli.] " Good lad I good lad!" 

" Why what shame was it for such as I to tum beggar? 
Beggary was an ancient and most honourable mystery. What 
did holy monks, and bishops, and kings, when they would win 
Heaven's smile? why, wash the feet of beggars, those favour* 
ites of the saints. < The saints were no fools,' he told me. Then 
he did put out his f 00t * Look at that, that was washed by the 
greatestkingalive, Louis of France, the last holy Thursday 
tiiat was. ^d the next day , Friday, clapped in the Stocks by 
the warden of a petty hamlet.* So I told him my foot should 
walk between such high honour and such low disgrace, on the 
safe path of honesty, please God. Well then, since I had not 
spirit to beg, he woiüd indulge my perversity. I should work 
imder him, he be the head, I the fingers. And with that he set 
himself up like a judge, on a heap of dust by the road*s side, 
and questioned me strictly what I could do. I began to say I 
was streng and willing. 'Bah!* said he, 'so is an ox. Say, 
what canst do that Sir Ox cannot ? * I could write ; I had won 
a prize for it. ' Canst write as fast as the printers ? * quo' he, 
jeering. *What eise?' I could paint. *That was better.' 
I was like to tear my hair to hear him say so , and me going to 
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Home to write. I could twang the psaltery a bit. ''That 
was well. Could I teil stories?* Ay, by the score. *Then,' 
Said he, ' X hire you £rom this moment.' ' What to do ? * said I. 
* Nought crooked, Sir Candour/ says he. * I will feed thee all 
the way and find theework; and take half thineeamings, no 
inore.' *Agreed,' said I, and gave my band on it. *Now, 
servant,* said he, ' we will dine. But ye need not stand behind 
xnychair, for two reasons, first I ha' got no chair, and, next, 
good fellowship likes me better than state.' And out of bis 
wallet he brought flesh, fowl, and pastry, a good dozen of 
spices lapped in flax paper, and wine fit for a king. Ne'er 
feasted I better than out of this beggar's wallet, now my 
inaster. When we had well eaten I was for going on. ^But,* 
said he, 'servants should not drive their masters too hard, 
especiaÜy after feeding , for then the body is for repose , and 
the mind tums to contemplation;* and he lay on bis back 
^azing calmly at the sky, and presently wondered whether 
there were any beggarsup there. I told him.I knew but of one ; 
called Lazarus. ^ Could he do the cul de jatte better than I ? ' 
said he, and looked quite jealous like. I told him nay; 
Lazarus was honest, though abeggar, and fed daily of the 
crumbs f aVn &om a rieh man's table , and the dogs licked bis 
sores. *Servant,* quo' he, 'Ispya foul fault in thee. Thou 
liest without discretion: now the end of lying beingto gull, 
this is no better than fumbling with the diveU's tail. I pray 
Heaven tiiou mayest prove to paint better than thou cuttest 
whids, or I am done out of a dinner. No beggar eats crumbs, 
but only thefat of the land; and dogs lick not a beggar's 
sores, being made with spearwort, or ratsbane, or biting 
aeids, from all which dogs, and evenpigs, abhor. My sores 
are made after my proper receipt; but no dog would lick e*en 
them twice. I have made a scurvy bargain: art a cozening 
knave, I doubt, as well as a nincompoop.' I deigned no reply 
to this bündle of lies, which did accuse heavenly truth of 
falsehood for not being in a tale with him. He rose and we 
took the read; and presently we came to a place where were 
two little wayside inns, scarce a fiirlong apart. 'Halt,' said 
The aoister and the Hearth» ü. 2 
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my master. ' Their aimorieB are sore faded ^ all the bettet 
Go thou in; shun the master; board the wife ; and flatter hcf 
inn sky high, all but the armories, and offer to colonr them diit 
cheap.' So I went in and told the wife I was a painter, and 
would revive her armories cheap ; but she sent me away wiü 
a rebuff. I to my master. He groaned. * Ye are all fingen 
and no tongue,' said he ; 'I have made a scurvy bargain. Come 
and hear me patter and flatter.' Between the two inns was a 
high hedge. He goes behind it a minnte and comes out a 
decent tradesman. We went on to the other inn, and thenl 
heard him praise it so fiüsome as the very wife did blosL 
'But,* says he , 'there is one little, little faiüt; your arnumes 
are dull and faded. Say but the word , and for a silver franc 
my apprentice here, the cunningest e*er I had, shall make 
them bright as ever.' Whilst she hesitated, the rogaetold 
her he had done it to a little inn hard by , and now tibe inn'i 
face was like the starry firmament ' D*ye hear that, my man?' 
cries she , * " "The Three Frogs" " have been and painted up 
their armories: shall " " The Four Hedgehogs^'" be outshone 
bythem?' So I painted, and my master stood by like a lord 
advising me how to do , and winking to me to heed him none, 
and I got a silver franc. And he took me back to ' The Three 
Frogs ,' and on the way put me on a beard and disguised me, 
and flattered ^The Three Frogs,' and told them how he had 
adomed ' The Four Hedgehogs,' and into the net jumped the 
three poor simple frogs, and I eamed another silver franc. 
Then we went on and he found his crutches, and sent me for- 
ward, and showed his 'oicatrioes d'empmnt,' as he called 
them, andallhisinfirmities, at ' The Four Hedgehogs ,* and 
got both food and money. ' Come, share and share,' quoth he: 
80 1 gave him one franc. ' I have made a good bargain ,' said 
he. 'Art a master limner, but takest too much time.' So I let 
him know Ihat in matters of honest craft; things could not be 
done quick and well. ' Then do them quick,' quoth he. And 
he told me my name was Bon Bec; and I might call him Cul 
de Jatte , because that was his lay at our first meeting. And 
at the nezt town my ms^ter, QuX de Jatte , bought me a 
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psaltery, and sat himself ap again hj the roadside in state like 
him that erst judged Marsjas and Apollo , piping for yain 
glory. So I played a strain. 'Indifferent well, harmonious 
BonBec,* said he, haughtily. *Now tiine thy pipes.' So I 
did sing a sweet strain the good monks taught me; and 
einging itremindedpoor BonBec, Gerard erst, of bis young 
days and home, and brought tbe water to mine een. But^ 
looking up , my master's visage was as the face of a little boy 
whipt sou^dly, or sipping foulest medicine. 'Zounds, stop 
tbat belly-ache blether,' quoth he, Uhat will ne*er wile a 
stiver out o' peasants* purses ; 'twill but sour the norses* milk, 
and gar the kine jump into rivers to be out of earshot on*t. 
What, false knave, did I buy thee a fire new psaltery to be 
minded o' my latter end withal? Hearken ! these be the songs 
that glad the heart, andfiU the minstreFs purse.' And he sung 
so blasphemous a stave, and eke so obscene, as I drew away 
from hün a space that the lightning might not spoil the new 
psaltery. However, none oame, being winter, and then I said, 
'Master, the Lord is ddbonair. Held I the thunder yon 
ribaldry had been thy last, thou foul mouthed wretch.* 

" * Why, Bon Bec, what is to do ? ' quoth he. *•! have made 
an ill bargain. Oh, perverse heart, that tumeth from doctrine.' 
So I bade him keep his breath to cool his broth , ne'er would I 
shame my folk with singing ribald songs. 'Then,' says he, 
sulkily , Hhe first fire we light by the way side , clap thou on 
themusic-box! so 'twill ms^e ourpotboilfortiienonce; but 

withyour 

Good people, let ns peak and pine, 
Oat tristftü mags, and miaol and whlne 
Thorongh onr nosen chaonts divine 

never, never, never. Ye might as well go through Lorraine 
crying, Mulleygrubs, Mulleygrubs, who*ll buy my MuUey^ 
grubs ? ' So we f ared on , bad friends. But 1 took a thought, 
and prayed him hum me one of his naughty ditties again. 
Then he brightened, and broke forth into ribaldry like a 
nightingale. Finger in ears stuffed I. 'No words; nought 
but the bare melody.* For oh, Margaret, note the sly malice of 

2* 
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the Evil One! Still to the scomest matter he weddeth tfae 
tonablest ditties." 

Catherine,] "ThatifltraeasHoly Writ." 

Sybrandt.] " How know you that, mother?" 

Com«/wO "Hei hei hei" 

Eli.] " Whisht, je uneasy wights, and let me hear the boy. 
He is wiser than ye ; wiser than his years.** 

" * What tomfoolery ie this,' said he ; yet he yielded to me, 
and Boon I gamered three of his melodies ; bat I woold not let 
Cul de Jatte wot the thing I meditated. ' Show not fools nor 
baims mifinished work," saith the byword. And by this time 
'twas night , and a little town at band , where we went each to 
his inn ; for my master would not yield to pnt off bis rags and 
other sores tillmoming; norl to enter an inn with a tatter- 
demalion. So we were to meet on the road at peep of day. 
And, indeed, we still lodged apart, meeting at mom and part- 
ing at eve, outside each town we lay at. And waking at mid- 
nightandcogitating, goodthoughts came down to me, and 
sudden my heart was enlightened. I called to mind that my 
Margaret had withstood the taking of the burgomaster'B 
purse. * 'Tis theft,' said you ; * disguise it how ye wül.' But I 
must be wiser than my betters: and now that which I had as 
good as Stolen, others had stolen from me. As it came so it 
was gone. Then I said , ' Heaven is not cruel , bat jast ;* and 
I Yowed a vow , to repay oar bargomaster every shlUing an I 
could. And I went forth in the moming sad , bat hopefal. I 
feit lighter for tiie parse being gone. My master was at the 
gate becrutched. I told him I*d liever have seen him in an- 
other disgaise. 'Beggars mast not be choosers," said he. 
However, soon he bade me untrass him, for he feit sadly. His 
head swam. I told him, forcefiilly to deform natare thos 
coald scaroe be wholesome. He answerednone; batlooked 
scared, and band on head. By-and-by he gave a groan , and 
roUed on the groand like a ball, and writhed sore. I was scared, 
and wist not what to do , bat went to lift him ; bat his troable 
rose higher and higher, hegnashed his teethfearfoUy, and the 
foam did fly from his Ups; and presently his body bended 
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itself like a bow, and jerked and bounded many times into the 
air. I exorcized hlm; it but made him worse. There was 
water in a ditch hard by, not very clear; but, thepoor creature 
struggling between life and deatb, I filled my bat withal, and 
came flying to soose bim. Tben my lord laugbed in my face. 
* Come , Bon Bec , by thy white gills, I have not f orgotten my 
trade.' I stood witb wateryhat in band, glaring. ^Could 
tbis be feigning? ' * Wbat eise? ' said be. * Wby, a real fit is 
tbe sorriest tbing; but a stroke witb a featber compared witb 
mine. Art still betters nature.' ^But look, e'en nowblood 
trickletb from your nose,' said I. ^Ay, ay, pricked my nostrils 
witb a straw.' *But ye foamed at tbe lips.* * Ob, a little soap 
makes a mickle foam.* And be drew out a morsel like a bean 
from bis moutb. *Tbanktby stars, Bon Bec,* saysbe, *for 
leading tbee to a wortby master. £acb day bis lesson. To- 
morrow we will study tbe cul de bois and otber brancbes. To- 
day, own me prince of demoniacs, and indeed of all good 
fellows.* Tben, being puffed up, be forgotyesterday'sgrudge, 
and discoursed me freely of beggars; and gave me, wbo eft- 
soons tbougbt a beggar was abeggar, andtbere anend, tbe 
names and qualities of fuU tbirty sorts of masterful and crafty 
mendicants in France and G-ermany, and England; bistbree 
provinces; for so tbe poor, proud knave yclept thoseking- 
doms tbree ; wberein bis tbrone it was tbe Stocks I ween. And 
outside tbe nezt village one bad gone to dinner, and left bis 
wbecl-barrow. So says be, ' I'U tie myself in a knot, and sbalt 
wbeei me tbrougb; and wbat witb mycrippledom and tby 
piety , a-wbeeling of tby poor old dad , we'U bleed tbe bump- 
kins of a dacba-ssdtee.* I did refuse. I would work for bim ; 
but noband would bave in begging. <And wbeeling an 
" " asker** " in a barrow, is not that work? " said be ; * tben fling 
yon muckle stone in to boot : stay , TU soil it a bit, and swear 
it is a cbip of tbe boly sepulcbre ; and you wbeeled us botb 
from Jerusalem.' Saidl, ' Wbeeling apairo* lies, one stony, 
one flesbly, may be work, and bard work, but bonest work *tis 
not. 'Tis fumbling witb bistail youwot of. And,' saidl, 
* master , next time you go to tempt me to knavery, speak not 
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to me of my poor old dad/ Said I, 'yoa hare minded me of 
my real father's face, the traest man in Holland. He and I 
are ill friends now, worse lack. Bat thoogh I offend him, 
shame him I never will.* Dear Margaret, with this knave say- 
ing, ' your poor old dad ,' it had gone to my heart like a knife. 
**Tis well,* Said my master, gloomily; *I have made a bad 
bargain.' Presently he halte, and eyes a tree by the wayside. 
*Go spell me what is writ on yon tree.' So I went, and there 
was nought bat a long sqaare drawn in oatline. I told him 
so. * So mach for thy monlush lore,* qaoth he. A litÜe farther, 
and he sent me to read a wall. There was nought but a circle 
scratched on the stone with a point of nail or knife , and in the 
circle two dots. I said so. Then said he, ^Bon Bec , that 
Square was a waming. Some good Truand left it, thatcame 
through this village faring west ; that means '* "dangerous.** ** 
The circle with the two dots was writ by another of cur 
brotherhood; and it signifies as how the writer, soit BoUin 
Trapu, soit Triboulet, soitCatinCul deBois, or what not, 
was hecked for o^ibm^here, and lay two months in Starabin.' 
Then he broke forth, 'Talk of your little snivelling books that 
go in pouch. Three books havel, France, England, and 
G-ermany ; and they are writ all over in one tongue , that my 
brethren of all countries understand ; and that is what I call 
leaming. So sith here they whip sores, and imprison infir- 
mities, I to my tiring room.' And he popped behind the 
hedge, and came back worshipful. We passed through the 
yillage, and I sat me down on the Stocks, and even as the bar- 
ber's apprentice whets his razor on ablock, so didl flesh my 
psaltery on this village , fearing great eitles. I tuned it , and 
coursed up and down the wires nimbly with my two wooden 
strikers ; and then chanted loud and clear, as I had heard the 
minstrels of the country, 

"Qui VBUT OtJnt QUI YBUT SAVOIE,'' 

some trash, Imind not what. And soon the villagers, male 
andfemale, thronged aboutme; thereat I left singing, and 
recited them to the psaltery a short but right merry tale out 
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of *the lives of the saints,' whichitis myhandbookofplea- 
sant figments : and this ended , instanüy strack up and whist- 
led one of Cul de Jatte's devil's ditties, and played it on the 
psaltery to boot. Thou knowest Heaven hath bestowed on 
me a rare whistle, both for compass and tune. And with me 
whistling bright and füll this sprightly air, and making the 
wires slow when the tune did gallop, and tripping when the 
tune did amble , or I did stop and shake on one note like a 
lark i* the air, they were liketo eatme; but looking round, 
lo ! my master had given way to his itch, and there was his hat 
on the ground , and copper pouring in. I deemed it cruel to 
whistle ^he bread out of poverty's pouch; so broke off and 
aw^y; yet could not get clear so swiffc, but both men and 
women did slobber me sore, and smelled all of garlic. * There, 
master,*' saidl, ^I call that cleaving the divell in twain and 
keeping his white half/ Said he, *ßon Bec, I have made a 
good bargain.' Then he bade me stay where I was while he 
went to t£e Holy Land. I stayed, and he leaped the church- 
yard dike, and the sexton was digging a grave, and my 
master ch affered with him, and came back with a knuckle 
bone. But, why he clept a churchyard Holy Land, that I 
leamed not then, but alter dinner. I was colouring the ar- 
mories of a little inn ; and he sat by me most peaceable, a cut- 
ting, andfiling, andpolishingbones, sedately; solspeered 
was not honest work sweet? 'As rain water,' said he, mocking. 
* What was he a making?' * A pair of bones to play on wiÖi 
thee ; and with the rei^se a St. Anthony's thumb and a St. 
Martin's little finger, for the devout.' The vagabone! And 
now, sweet Margaret, thou seest our manner of life faring 
Rhineward. I with the two arts I had least prized or counted 
on for bread was welcome everywhere; too poornow tofear 
robbers, yet able to keep both master and man ontheroad. 
For at night I often made a portraiture of the innkeeper or his 
dame, and so went richer from an inn; the which it is the lot of 
few. But my master despised this even way of life. *I love 
ups and downs,' said he« And certes he lacked them not. 
One day he woold gather more than I inthree; another, ix^ 
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hear bis tale, it had rained kicks all day in lieu of 'saltees,^ 
and that is pennies. Yet even then at heart he despised me 
for a poor, mechanical soul, and scomed mj arts, eztollin^ bis 
own, the art of feigning. 

^'Natheless, at odd times was he ill at bis ease. Qoing 
through the townof Aix, we came npon a beggar Walking, 
fast by one band to a cart-tail, and the bangman a lasbin^ lus 
bare bloody back. He, stont knave, so whipt, did not a jot 
relent ; but I did wince at eveiy stroke ; and mj master hang 
bis head. 

''^Soon or late, Bon Bec/ qnotb be. *Soon or late.' I 
seeing bis baggard face knew what be meaned. And at a 
town wbose name hath slipped me, but *twas on a fair rirer, as 
we came to the foot of the bridge , he halted and sbndderod. 
«Why, what is the coil,* saidl? *0h, blind,' saidbe, 'they 
are justifying there.* So noaght would serve bim bat take a 
boat, and cross the river by water. But *twas out of tbe fty- 
ing-pan, as the word goeth. For the beatmen had scarce 
told US the matter, and that it was a man and a woman for 
stealing glazed Windows out of bousen , and that tbe man was 
hangedatdaybreak, andtbequeantobedrowned, wbenlo; 
they did fling her off the bridge , and feil in the water not far 
from US. ^doh! Margaret, the deadly splash I Itringetfa 
in mine ears even now. But worse was Coming; for, tbougb 
tied, she came up and cried ^help ! help I * and I, forgetting all, 
and hearing a woman's voice cry *help!* was forleapingin 
tosaveher, andhadsurely doneit, but the beatmen and Cnl 
de Jatte clung round me, and in a moment the bourreau's 
man, that waited in a boat, came and entangled bis hooked 
pole in her long hair, and so thrust her down and ended her. 
Oh ! if the saints answered so our cries for help ! And poor Cul 
de Jatte groaned, and I sat sobbing and beatmy breast and 
cried, * Of what hath Grod made men*s hearts ? * " 

The reader stopped, and the tears trickled down her 
cheeks. Gerard crying in Lorraine made her cry at Rotter- 
dam. The leagues were no more to her heart tban tbe breadtb 
of a room. 
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. £11, 8ofi»ned by many touches in the letter, and (by the 
reader's womanly graces, said kindly enough, ^^Take thy 
time, lass. And methinks some of ye might find her a creepie 
to rest her foot, and she so near her own trouble." 

<^rd do more for her than that an I durst," said Catherine. 
^^Here, Comelis," and she held out her little wooden stool, 
and that worthy, who hated Margaret worse than ever, had 
to take the creepie and put it carefuUy under her foot. 

"You are very kind, dame," she faltered. "I will read 
on; 'tisalllcandoforyouintum. 

<^ Thus seeing my master ashy and sore shak^n, X deemed 
this horrible tragic act came timeously to warn him, so I 
strove sore to tum him from his ill ways, discoursing of 
sinners and their lethal end. < Too late ! ' said he , ^ too late ! ' 
and gnashed his teeth. Then I told him 'too late* was fhe 
diyell*s favourite whisper in repentant ears. Said I — 

" The Lord is debonair, 
Let sinners nought flespfür." 

'Too late!' said he, and gnashed his teeth, andwrithed his 
face, as though vipers were biting his inward parts. But, 
dear heart, his was a mind like running water. Ere we 
deared the town he was caroUing , and outside the gate hung 
the other culprit firom the bough of a little tree, and scarce a 
yard above the ground. Aad that stayed my vagabone^s 
music. But, ere we had gone another furlong, he feigned 
to have dropped his rosary, and ran back, with no good 
intent, as you shall hear. I strolled on very slowly, and 
offcen halting, and presently he came stumping up on one leg, 
and that bandaged. I asked him how he could contrive that, 
for *twas masterly done. *0h, that was his mystery. Would 
I know that I must join the brotherhood.* And presently we 
did pass a narrow laue , and at the mouth on*t espied a written 
stone , telling beggars by a word like a wee pitchfork to go 
that way. *'Tis yon farmhouse,' said he: *bide thou at 
band.' And he went to the house, and came back with 
money, food^ and wine. ' This lad did the business,' said he^ 
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slapping his one leg prondly. Then he nndid the bandage, 
and wit£ prideM face showed me a hole in his calf you could 
have put your neef in. Had I been stränge to his tricks , here 
was a leg had drawn my last penny. PresenÜy anotfaer farm- 
honse by the road. He made for it. I stood and asked my- 
self shoold I run away and leave him , not to be shamed in my 
own despite by him? Bat, while I doubted, there was a 
great noise , and my master well cndgelled by the f armer and 
his men, and came towards me hobblingand hoUoaing; for 
the peasants had laid on heartily. But more tronble was at 
his heels. Some mischievous wight loosed a dog as big as a 
jackass colt, and came roaring after him, and downed him 
momently. I deeming the poor rogue's death certain, and 
him least fit to die, <irew my sword and ran shouting. Bat, 
ere I could come near, the mackle dog had tom away his bad 
leg, and ran growling to his lair with it; and Cal de Jatte 
slipped his knot, and came ranning like a lapwing, with his 
hair on end, and so striking with both cratches before and 
behind at unreal dogs as *twas like a windmill crazed. He 
fled adown the road. I'foUowed leisurely, and foond him at 
dinner. ^Curse the quiens,* said he. And not a word all 
dinner-time but * curse the quiens ! * " 

<^I saidimust know who they were before I wonld curse 
them." 

*^ ' Quiens? why that was dogs. And I knew not even that 
much? He had made a bad bargain.' ' Well, well,* said he : 
*to-morrow we shall be in Germany. There the folk are 
music-bitten , and they molest not beggars , unless Ihey fake 
to boot, and then they drown us out of band that momeut, 
curse *em!* We came to Strasburgh. And I looked down 
Bhine with longing heart. Thestreamhowswift! Itseemed 
running to dip Sevenbergen to its soft bosom. With but a 
piece of timber and an oar , I might driffc at my ease to thee, 
sleeping yet gliding still. *Twas a sore temptation. But the 
fear of an ill welcome from my folk, and of the neighbours* 
sneers, and the hope of Coming back to thee victorious, not, 
as now I must, defeated and shamed, and thee with me, it 
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did withliold me ; and so , with many siglis, and ofiten tan^g 
of the head to look on beloved Bhine , I turned sorrowM face 
and heayy heart towards Augsburg. 

'<Alas, dame, alas. GoodmasterEli, forgiTemel But 
I ne*er can win over this pari all at one time. It taketh mj 
breath away. Well-a-dajl Why did he not listen to bis 
beart? Had he not gone through peril enow, sorrowenow? 
Well-a-daj! well-a-dayl" 

The letter dropped hom her band, and sbe droopedlike 
a wounded lily. 

Then tiiere was a clatter on the floor, and it was little 
Kate going on her crutches, with flushed face , and eyes füll 
of pity, to console her. "Water, mother," sbe cried. "I 
am afeard sbe sball swoon," 

"Nay, nay, fear me not," said Margaret, feebly. ^*I 
will not be so troublesome. Thy good will it maketh me 
stouter bearted, sweet mistress Kate. For, if thou carest 
bow I fare, sure Heaven is not against me." 

Catherine,] "D'ye beartbat, myman?" 

Eli.] "Ay, wife, I bear; and mark to boot." 

Little Kate went back to her place, and Margaret read 
on. " The G-ennans are fonder of armorials than Ibe French. 
So I found work every day. And, whiles I wrought, my 
master would leave me, and doff bis raiment and don bis rags, 
and other infirmities, and cozen the world, which be dUd 
depe it 'plucking of the goose:' this done, would meet me 
and demand half my eamings; and with restless piercing eye 
ask me would I be so base as cheat my poor master by making 
three parts in lieu of two, tili I threatened to lend him a cuff 
to boot in requital of bis suspicion ; and thenceforth took bis 
due , witii feigned confidence in my good ftulb , the which bis 
dancing eye belied. Early in G-ermany we had a quarrel. I 
had Seen him buy a skull of a jailer's wife, and mighty 
zealous a polishing it. Thought I, 'How ocm be carry yon 
memento, andnotrepent, seeingwhereendshisway?' Pre- 
sently I did catch binv selling it to a woman for tiie head 
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of St. Bamabas, with a tele had cozened an Ebrew. So I 
snatched it out of their hands , and tmndled it into the ditch. 
*How, thou impious knave,' said I, 'wooldst sellfor a saint 
the skull of some dead thief , thy brother.' He slonk awaj. 
Bat shallow she did crawl after the skuU, and with apron 
reverently dust it for Bamabas, and it Barabbas; and bo 
home with it. Said I , * non volt anser relli , sed popolos volt 
decipi.*" 

Catherine.] "Oh, the goodly Latin!" 

EU.] "Whatmeanethit?" 

Catherine] "Nay, I know not; bat 'tis Latin: is not that 
enow? He was the flower of the flock." 

"Then I to him, 'Take now thy psalteiy, and part we 
here, for artawalHngprison, a Walking hell.' Butlo! my 
master feil on bis knees, and begged me for pity's sake not 
tum him off. * What would become of him? He did so love 
honesty.' *Thou lovehonesty?' saidl. 'Ay/ said he, 'not 
to enact it; the saints forbid. But to look on. 'Tis so fair a 
ihing to look on. Alas, good Bon Bec,' said he; 'hadst 
starved peradventure but for me. Kick not down thy ladder ! 
Call ye Öiat just? Nay, calm thy choler ! Have pity on me I 
I must have a pal: and how could I bear one like myself after 
one so simple as thou? He might cut my throat for the money 
that is hid in my belt. 'Tis not much ; 'tis not much. With 
thee I walk at mine ease ; with a sharp I dare not go before in 
anarrowway. AlasI forgiveme. Now I know wliere in thy 
bonnet lorks the bee, I will wäre bis sting; I will but pluck 
the secular goose.' 'So be it,' said I. 'And example was 
contagious: he should be a true man by then we reached 
Nürnberg. 'Twas a long way to Nürnberg.' Seeing him so 
humble, Isaid, 'Well, doffrags, andmakethyself decent; 
'twill help me forget what thou art.' And he did so ; and we 
sat down to our nonemete. Presentiy came by a reverend 
palmer with hat stuck round with cockle sheUs from Holy 
Land, and great rosary of beads like eggs of teal, and san- 
dals for shoes. And he leaned aweary on bis long staff , and 
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offered us a shell apiece. My master woald none. Bat I to 
set him a better example , took oue , and f or it gave the poor 
pilgrim two batzen, and bad bis blessing. And be was scarce 
gone, wben we beard savage cries, and came a sorrjsigbt, 
one leading a wild woman in a cbain, all rags, and bowling 
likeawolf. And wben tbey came nigbus, sbe feil to tearing 
her ragB to tbreads. Tbe man sougbt an alms of an, and 
told OS bis bard case. 'Twasbiswife, stark ravingmad; and 
he could not work in tbe fields , and leave ber in bis bouse to 
fire it, nor curelier could be wi.tbout tbe Saintys belp, and 
had Yowed six pounds of wax to St. Antbony to beal ber, and 
st was fain beg of cbaritable folk for tbe money. And now 
sbe espied us, and flew at me witb ber long nails, and I was 
cold witb fear, so devilisb sbowed ber face and rollingeyes 
and nails like birdys talons. But be witb tbe cbain cbecked 
hersudden, and witb bis wbip did cruelly lasb ber for it, tbat 
I cried ' Forbear ! forbear ! Sbe knoweth not wbat sbe dotb ; ' 
and gave bimabatz. And beinggone, said I, 'Master, of 
tbose twain I know not wbicb is tbe more pitiable.' And be 
laugbed in my face. 'Beboldtby justice, BonBec,' saidbe. 
*Tbou railest on tby poor, good, witbin-an-ace-of-bonest, 
master, and bestowest alms on a " " vopper." " * * Vopper,* said 
I; *wbat is a vopper?* *Wby a trull tbat feigns madness. 
Tbat was one of us , tbat sbam maniac , and wow but sbe did 
it dumsily. I blusbed for ber and tbee. Also gavest two 
batzen for a sbell from Holy Land , tbat came no f artber tban 
Normandy. I bave culled tbem myself on tbat coast by scores, 
and sold tbem to pilgrims true and piigrims false, to gull flats 
like tbee witbal.' 'Wbat!* said I; 'tbat reverend man?* 
*One of usl* cried Cul de Jatte; *one of usl In France we 
call tbem " "Coquillarts,** ** but bere " " Cahnierers.**** Bailest 
on me for selling a false relic now and tben, and wastest tby 
eamings on such as seil nougbt eise. I teil tbee, BonBec,' 
said be, 'tbere is not one true relic on eartb's face. Tbe 
saints died a tbousand years agone , and tbeir bones mixed 
witb tbe dust ; but tbe trade in relics , it is of yesterday ; and 
tbere are for^^ tbousand tramps in £urope live by it; selling 
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relicsof forty orfiftybodies; oh, threadbarelie! Andof tiie 
tne CroBs enow to build Cologne Minster. Why Uien maj 
not poor Cnl de Jatte tmn hia penny with the erowd? Art bnt 
a scurvy tyrannical seiraiit to let thy poor master from bis 
share of the swag with your whorson pUgrims, palmers , and 
friars, black, grey, and cratched; for all these are of am 
brotherhood, and of oor art, only masters they, andwe bot 
poor apprentices, in goile.' For bis tongoe was an eil and 
ahalf. 

^'^Atnice to thy irrererend sophistries,' said I, 'and say 
what Company is this a-coming.' ^Bohemians,' cried he. 
' Ay , ay , this shall be the rest of the band.' Witii that came 
along 80 motley a crew as never your eyes beheld, de« 
Margaret. Marched at their head one with a banner on & 
steel-pointed lance , and girded with a great long sword, and 
in velvet doublet and leathem jerkin, the which Stoffs ne*er 
saw I wedded afore on mortal flesh, and a gay feather in bis 
lordly cap , and a conple of dead fowls at bis back , the which, 
an the spark bad come by bonestly, I am much mistook 
Him foUowed wives and babes on two lean horses, whose 
flanks still rattled like parchment drum, being beaten bj 
kettles and caldrons. Next an armed man a-riding of a borse, 
which drew a cart füll of females and children: and in it, 
sitting backwards, a lusty lazy knave, lance in band, with bis 
luxurious feet raised on a holy water-pail , that lay along, and 
thereinacat, newkittened, satglowing o'er her brood, and 
sparks for eyes. And the cart-horse cavalier bad on bis 
Shoulders a round bündle, and thereon did perch a cock and 
crowed with zeal, poor ruMer, proud of bis brave feathers as 
the rest, and haply with more reason, being bis own. And on 
an ass another wife and new-bom child; and one poor quean 
Brfoot scarce dragged herseif along, so near her time was she, 
yet held two little ones by the band, and helplessly helped 
them on the road. And the little foik were just a farce ; some 
rode sticks, with horses* heads, between their legs, which 
pranced and caracoled, and soon wearied theriders sosore, 
(hey stood stock still and wept, which caraliers were pre- 
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sently taken into cart and cuffed. And one more grave , lost 
in a man*s hat and feather, walked in £gyptiaa darkfiefw, 
handed bya girl; another had the great saucepan on his back, 
and a tremendous three-footed claj pot sat on his head and 
Shoulders, swallowing him so as he too went darkling led by 
his sweetheart three foot high. When they were gone by, 
and we had both langhed lostily, said I, 'Natheless, master, 
my bowels they yeam for one ofthat tawdiy band, even for 
the pooT wife so near the down-lying, scarce able to drag her- 
seif, yet still, poor sool, helping the weaker on the way.' " 

Catherine.] "Nay, nay, Margaret. Why, wench, plack 
up heart. Certes thou art no Bohemian." 

Kate.] **Kay , mother, 'tis not that, I trow, bat her fathar. 
And, dear heart, why take notice to put her to the blush? " 

JUchart] "Solsay/* 

"And he derided me. * Why that is a " " biltreger," " * said 
he, *andyou waste your bowels on a pillow, or so forth.* I 
told him he lied. * Time would show,' said he , * wait tili they 
camp.* And rising after meat and meditation, and travelling 
forward , we foxmd them camped between two great trees on a 
common by the wayside; and they had lighted a great fire, 
and on it was their caldron ; and, one of the trees slanting o*er 
the fire , a kid hang down by a chain from the tree-f ork to the 
fire, and in the fork was wedged an archin taming still the 
chain to keep the meat from baming, and a gay spark with a 
feather in his cap cut up a sheep; and another had spitteda 
leg of it on a wooden stake ; and a woman ended chanticleer's 
pride with wringing of his neck. And ander the other tree 
four rafflers played at cards and quarrelled, and no word sans 
oath; and of these lewd gamblers one had cockles in his hat, 
and was my reverend pUgrim. And a female, young and 
comely, and dressed like abutterfly, sat and mended a heap 
of dirfr^ rags. AndCul de Jatte said, * Yon is the " " vopper,"" * 
and I looked incredulous and looked again, and it was so, and 
at her feet sat he that had so late lashed her; but I weeu he 
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had wist where to strike, or woe betide him ; and she did now 
oppress him sore , and made him thread her very needle , the 
which he did witii all humility; so was their comedytoxned 
seamj side without: and Cul de Jatte told me *twa8 still so 
with *voppers' and tiieir men in camp; they would don their 
bravery though but for an hour, and, wiüi their tinsel, empire, 
and the man durst not the least gainsay the 'Topper/ or she 
would tum him off at these times, as I my master, and take 
another tyrant more submissive. And my master chuokled 
over me. Natheless we soon espied a wife set with her back 
against the tree , and her hair down, and her face white, and 
by her aide a wench held up to her eye a new-bom habe , with 
words of cheer. and the rough fellow, her husband, did bring 
-her hot wine in a cup , and bade her take courage. And , just 
o*er the place she sat, they had pinned from bough to bougb 
ofthose neighbouring trees two shawls, and blankets two, 
together, to keep the drizzle off her. And so had anotiier poor 
little rogue come into the world: and by her own particolar 
folk tended gipsywise, but of the roasters, and boilers, and 
Toppers, and gamblers, no more noticed, no not iBor a single 
moment, than sheep which droppeth her lamb inafield, by 
travellers upon the way. Then said I, * What of thy foul sns- 
picions, master? over-knavery blinds the eye as well as over- 
simplicity.* Andhclaughed and said, 'Triumph, Bon Bec, 
triumph. The chances were nine in ten against thee.' Then 
I did pity her , to be in a cro wd at such a time ; but he rebnked 
me. 'I should pity rather your queens and royal duchesses, 
which by law are condemned to groan in a crowd of nobles 
and courtiers, and do writhe wi^ shame as well as sorrow, 
being come of decent mothers, whereas these gipsy women 
have no more shame under their skins than a wolf ruth, or a 
hare valour. And, Bon Bec,* quoth he, *I espy in thee a 
lamentable fault. Wastest thy bowels. Wilt have none left 
for thy poor good master which doeth thy will by night and 
day.' Then we came f orward ; and he talked with the men in 
some Strange Hebrew cant whereof no word knew I; and the 
poor knaves bade us welcome and denied us nought. Wilih 
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them, and all they had, 'twas lightly come and lighüy go ; and 
when we left: them my master said to me, ^This is äy first 
lesson, but to-nigbt we shall lie atHansburgh. Come witb 
me to the '^rotboss '* tbere, and 1*11 sbow thee all our folk and 
their lays, and especially '^ the lossners," ^^the dutzers," ''the 
Schleppers," "thegickisses," "th© schwanf eiders/' whom in 
£ngland we call ^'shivering Jemmies/* ''the süntvegers/' 
"the schwiegers," "the joners," "the sessel-degers," "the 
gensscherers," in France "marcandiers" or "rifodds," "Üie 
veranerins," "the stabulers," with a few foreigners like our- 
selves, suchas "pietres," "francmitoux,""poUs8on8," "ma- 
lingreux," "traters," "rufflers," "whipjalks," "dommerars," 
"glymmerars," "jarkmen," "patricos," "swadders," "autem 
morts," " Walking morts,"*— 'Enow,* criedl, stoppinghim, 
' art as gleesome as the Evil one a coonting of bis imps. 1*11 
jot down in my table! all these caitiffs and their accursed 
names, for knowledge is knowledge. Bat go among them, 
alive or dead, that will I not with my good wiU. Moreover,' 
saidl, ' what need? sincel have a companlon in thee who is all 
the knaves on earth in one?* and thought to abcuih him; bat 
bis face shone with pride, and band on breast he did bow low 
to me. ' If thy wit be scant, good Bon Bec, thy manners are a 
charm. I have made a good bargain.* So he to the 'rotboss,' 
and I to a decent inn, and sketched the landlord's daughter 
by candle-light, and started at mom batzen three the richer, 
bat could not find my master, so loitered slowly on, and 
presently met him coming west for me, and carsing the qoiens. 
Why so ? Becaose he coold blind the colls but not the qaiens. 
At last I prevailed on him to leave carsing and canting, and 
teil me bis adventare. Said he , ' I sat oatside the gate of yon 
monastery, fall of sores , which I showed the passers-by. Oh, 
Bon Bec, beaatifoller sores you never saw: and it rained 
coppers in my hat. Presently the monks came home from 
some procession, and the convent dogs ran out to meet them, 
curse the qoiens!* 'What, did they fall on thee and bite 
thee, poor soul? * ' Worse , worse , dear Bon Bec. Had they 
bitten me I had eamed silver. Bat the great idiots , being, as 
Thi Ooitter and tht BeartJu IL ^ 
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I think, pappies, or litüe better, feil on me where I sat, 
downed me, and feil a licking my sores among them. As 
thoo, false kiiave, didst swear the whelps in heaven licked the 
sores of Lazybones , a beggar of old.' * Nay , nay ,' said I , * I 
said no such thing. But teil me , since they bit tibee not, but 
sportfully licked thee, what härm?* 'What härm, noodle, 
why the sores came off.* * How coold that be ? * * How coold 
aught eise be? and them just fresh put on. Did I think he 
was so weak as bite holes in bis flesh with ratsbane? Nay, be 
was an artist, a painter like bis serrant, and had put on sores 
made of pig's blood, rye meal, and glue. So when the folk 
saw my sores go on tongues of puppies , they langhed , and I 
saw cord or sack before me. So up I jumped, and sbonfed, 
" a miracle ! a miracle I The very dogs of this holy conTent 
be holy, and have cured me. Grood fathers ,** cried I , " whose 
day is this ? " " St. Isidore's ,** said one. " St Isidore ," cried 
I, in a sort of raptore. ^ * Why, St Isidore is my patron saint : 
so that accounts." And tiie simple folk swallowed my 
miracle as those accursed quiens my wounds. But the monks 
took me inside and shut the gate, and put their heads to- 
gether; but I have a quick ear, and one did say '^caret 
miraculo monasterium,*' which isG-reek patter Itrow, least- 
ways it is no beggar's cant Finally they bade the lay- 
brethren give me a hiding, and take me out a back way and 
put me on the road, and threatened me did I come back to 
the town to band me to the magistrate and have me drowned 
for a piain impostor. "Profit now by the Church's grace," 
said they, " and meud thy ways." So forward , Bon Bec , for 
my life is not sure nigh band this town.* As we went be 
worked his Shoulders , ' Wow but the brethren laid on. And 
what means yon piece of monk*s cant, I wonder?* So I told 
him the words meant *the monastery is in want of a miracle,' 
but the application thereof was dark to me. * Dark,* cried he, 
* dark as noon. Why it means they are going to work the 
miracle, my miracle, and gather all the grain I sowed. There- 
fore these blows on their benefactor's Shoulders; therefore is 
he that wrought their scurvy miracle driven forth with stripes 
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and threatß. Oh , cozening knaves I ' Said I , * becomes you 
to complain of guile.' 'Alas , Bon Bec ,' said he , * I but outwit 
the simple; but these monks would pluck Lucifer of his wing 
feathers. And went a league bemoaning himself that he was 
not convent-bred like his servant, 'He would put it to more 
profit;* and railing on quiens. 'And as for those monks, 
there was one Above.* * Certes ,* said 1 , * there is one Above. 
What then ? * * Who will call those shavelings to compt , one 
day,* quoth he. *And all deceitful men ,' said I. At one that 
aftemoon I got armories to paint: so my master took the 
yellow jaundice and went begging through the town, and 
with his oily tongue, and safiron- water face, did fill his hat. 
Now in all the towns are certain licensed beggars, and one of 
these was an old favourite with the townsfolk: had his Station 
at St. Martin 's porch, the greatest church: a blind man: they 
called him blind Hans. He saw my master drawing coppers 
on the other side the street, and knew him by his tricks for an 
impostor, so sent and wamed the constables, andl metmy 
master in the constables* hands, and going to his trial in the 
town hall. I foUowed and many more; and he was none 
abashed, neither by the pomp of justice, nor memory of his 
misdeeds , but demanded his accuser like a trumpet. And 
blind Hans's boy came forward, but was sifted narrowly by 
my master, and stammered, and faltered, and owned he had 
seen nothing, but onlycarried blind Hans'staleto the chiefcon- 
stable. *Thii3 is but hearsay,' saidmymaster. *Loyenow,here 
standeth Misfortune backbit by Envy. But stand tiiou forth, 
blind Envy, and vent thine own lie.* And blind Hans be- 
hoved to stand forth, sore against his will. Hirn did my 
master so press with questions, and so pinch and torture, 
asking him again and again, how, being blind, he could see 
all that befell, and some that befell not, across a way; and 
why , an he could not see, he came there holding up his per- 
jured hand, and maligning the misfortunate, tiiat at last ha 
groaned aloud and would utter no word more. And an alder- 
man said, <In sooth, Hans, ye are to blame : hast cast more 
dirt of suspicion on thyself than on him.' But the burgo« 

3* 
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master, a wondroos fat man, and methinkfl of bis fat some had 
gotten into hishead, checkedhimandsaid, ^Naj, EUmsire 
know this manj years, and, be he blind or not, be batb passed 
for blind so long, 'tis all one. Back to thj porch, good Hans, 
and let the stränge yarlet leaye the town incontinent on pais 
ofwbipping.' Then my master winked to me ; buttbereroee 
a civic officer in bis gown of State and golden cbain, a 
Dignity with us ligbtlj prized, and eyen sbnnned of some, bot 
in Germany and France mach courted, saye by condenmed 
malefactors: to wit the bangman; and sajsbe, 'An'tplease 
you, first let US see whj be weareüi bis hair so thick and low.' 
And bis man went and lifted Col de Jatte's bair, and lotbe 
Upper gristle of botb ears was gone. 'How is tbis, knaye?' 
quoth the borgomaster. Mj master said, carelessly, be 
minded not preciselj: bis bad been a lifo of misfortones and 
losses. * Wben a poor soul has lost use of bis leg, noble sirs, 
these more triyial woes rest ligbtlj in bis memorj.' Wben 
be found tbis would not serye bis tum, he named two famons 
battles, in eacb of wbicb he bad lost half an ear, a fighting 
like a true man against traitors and rebels. But the bangman 
sbowed them the two cuts were made at one time, and bj 
measurement. * 'Tis no bungling soldier's work, mj mästen,' 
said he, **tis oum.* Tben Öie burgomaster gave judgment: 
* The present Charge is not proven against thee ; but, an tbou 
beest not guilty now, tbou hast been atothertimes, witness 
thine ears. Wherefore I send thee to prison for one month, 
and to giye a florin towards the new hall of the guilds now a 
building, and to be whipt out of the town, and paj the bang- 
man*s fee for the same.' And all the aldermen approved, 
and my master was baled to prison with one look of anguish. 
It did strike my bosom. I tried to get speeck of bim , but the 
j aller denied me. But lingering near the jail I heard a 
whistle, and there was Cul de Jatte at a narrow window 
twenty feet from eartb. I went under , and he asked me what 
made I there? I told bim I was loth to go forward and not 
bid bim farewell. He seemed quite amazed; but soon bis 
suspicious soul got the better. That was not aU mine errand. 
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I told him not all: the psaltery: *Well, what of that?* 
'Twas not mine, but bis; I woidd pay him the price of it. 
'Then throw me a rix doUar,* said he. I counted out mj 
coins, and they came to a rix doUar and two batzen. I threw 
him up his money in three throws , and when he had got it all 
he said, softly, ^Bon Bec* < Master/ said I. Then the poor 
rogue was greatly moved. 'I thought ye had been mocking 
me,* said he; 'oh, BonBec, Bon Bec, if I had found the 
world like thee at starting I had put my wit to better use , and 
I had not lain here.* Then he whimpered out, 'I gave not 
quite a rix dollar for the jingler ;' and threw me back that he 
had gone to cheat me of ; honest for once, andoverlate; and 
so, with many sighs, bade me Godspeed. Thus did my 
master, affcer offcen baffling men's justice, fall by their in- 
justice; for his lost ears proved not his guilt only , but of that 
guilt the bitter punishment: so the account was even; yet 
they for his chastisement did chastise him. Natheless he was 
a parlous rögue. Yet he holp to make a man of me. Thanks 
to his good wit I went forward richer f ar with my psaltery and 
brush, than with yon as good as stolenpurse; for that must 
have run dry in time, like a big trough, but these a little 
fountain." 

Richart.] "How pregnant his reflections be; and but a 
curly pated lad when last I saw him. Asking your pardon, 
mistress. Prithee read on." 

" One day I walked alone, and, sooth to say, light hearted, 
for mine honest Denys sweetened the air on the way ; but poor 
Cul de Jatte poisoned it. The next day, passing a grand 
house, out came on prancing steeds a gentleman in brave 
attire and two servants; they overtook me. The gentleman 
bade me halt I laughed in my sleeve ; for a few batzen were 
all my störe. He bade me doff my doublet and jerkin. Then 
I chuckled no more. * Bethink you, my lord,* said I, **ti8 
winter. How many a poor fellow go bare and live?* So he 
told me I shot mine arrow wide of his thought; and oflFwith 
his own gay jerkin, richly furred, and doublet to match, and 
held them f orth to me. Then a servant let me know it was a 
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penance. ' His lordship had had the ill lack to slay his conBin 
in their cups.* Down to my shoes he changed with me ; and 
set me on his horse like a popinjay, and fared by my aide in 
mj wom weeds , with my psaltery on his back. And said he, 
*Now, good youth, thou art Count Detstein; and I, lat€ 
count, thy Seirant. Play thy part well, and help me saye my 
bloodstained soul! Be haughty andcholeric, asany noble; 
and I will be as homble as I may.' I said I woold do my best 
to play the noble. Bat what shoold I call him ? He bade me 
caU him nought but Servant That woold mortify him most 
he wist. We rode on a long way in silence: for I wa» 
meditating this stränge chance, that from a beggar*s servant 
had made me master to a count, and also cudgelling mj 
brains how best I might play the master, without being rtu 
through the body all at one time like his cousin. For I 
mistrusted sore my spark's humility; your G^rman nobles 
being, to my knowledge, proud asLucifer, and choleric as 
fire. As for the servants, they did slily grin to one another to 
See their master so humbled — ** 

''Ahl whatisthatr 

A lump, as of lead, had just bounced against the door, and 
the latch was fumbled with unsuccessfully. Another bonnce, 
and the door swung inwards with Griles sticking to it like i 
fly. Helandedonthefloor, and on leaming what was going 
on, trumpeted that he would much liever hear of Q^rarä 
than sup. | 

Sybrandt pointed to a diminutiye chair. 

Giles showed his sense of this civility by tearing the said 
Sybrandt out of a very big one , and there ensconced hiniseU 
Sybrandt had to wedge himself into the one which was too 
small for the magnificent dwarf s soul, and Margaret resmned 
But as this part of the letter was occupied with notices of 
places , all which my reader probably knows , and , if not, can 
find handled at large in a dozen well-known books, fron 
Munster to Murray, I skip the topography, and hasten to thsi 
part where it oceurred to him to throw his letter into i 
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j oumal. The personal narrative that intervened may be thus 
Condensed. 

He spoke but little at first to bis new companions, but 
listened to pick up their characters. Neitber bis noble 
Servant nor Ms servants coiüd read or write ; and as be often 
made entries in bis tablets, be impressed tbem wltb some awe. 
One of bis entries was ^^ Le peu que sont les bommes." For be 
found tbe surly innkeepers licked tbe very ground before bim 
now; nor did a soul suspect tbe bosier's son in tbe count's 
featbers, nor tbe count in tbe minstrers weeds. Tbis seems 
to bave surprised bim; for be enlarged on it witb tbe nai'vete 
and pomposity of youtb. At one place, being bumbly 
requested to present tbe inn witb bis armorial bearings , be 
consented loftily; but painted tbem bimself , to mine bost's 
wonder, wbo thougbt be lowered bimself by bandling brusb. 
Tbe truc count stood grinning by, and beld tbe paint-pot, 
wbile tbe sbam count painted a sbield witb tbree red berrings 
rampant imder a sort of Maltese cross made witb two ell- 
measures. At first bis plebeian servants were insolent. But 
tbis Coming to tbe notice of bis noble one, be forgot wbat be 
was doing penance for, and drew bis sword to cut oflF tbeir 
ears, beads included. But Gerard interposed and saved tbem, 
and rebuked tbe count severely. And finally tbey all under- 
stood one anotber, and tbe superior mind obtained its natural 
influence. He played tbe barbarous noble oftbat day vilely. 
For bis beart would not let bim be eitber tyrannical or cold. 
Here were tbree buman beings. He tried to make tbem all 
bappier tban be was; beld tbem ravisbed witb stories, and 
songs , and set Herr Penitent & Ck). dancing , witb bis wbistle 
and psaltery. For bis own conyenience be made tbem ride 
and tie, and tbus pusbed rapidly tbrougb tbe country, tra- 
velling generally fifteen leagues a day. 

DiARY. 

"This first of January I observed a young man of tbe 
country to meet a stränge maiden, and kissed Ms band, and 
tben beld it out to ber. Sbe took it witb a smile, and lo! 
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acqnaintance made ; and babbled like old friends. Ghreeting 
so prettj and delicate I ne'er did see. Yet were they both of 
the baser sort. So the next lass I saw a Coming, I said to my 
servant lord, "For further penance bow thy piide; go meet 
yon base-bom girl ; kiss tby homicidal band, and giye it her, 
and hold her m discoorse as best ye may." And my noble 
Servant said, humbly, "Ishallobeyrnylord." Andwedrew 
rein and watched while he went forward, kissed his band and 
held it ont to her. Forthwith she took it smiling, and was 
most afPable with him , and he with her. Presently came up a 
band of her companions. So this time I bade him doff his 
bonnet to them', as though they were empresses; and he did 
so. And lo! the lasses drewup as stiffashedge-stakes, and 
moyed not nor spake." 

Denys] "Aie! aiel aie! Pardon, the Company.'* 

<< This surprised me none; for so they did disoountenance 
poor Denys. And that whole day I wore in experimenting 
these German lasses; and 'twas still the same. An* ye doff 
bonnet to them they stifPen into stataes ; distance for distance. 
Bnt accost them with honest freedom, and with that cns- 
tomary, and, though rostical, mostgracioos profPer, of the 
kissed hand, and they withhold neither their hands in tarn 
nor their acqnaintance in an honest way. Seeing which I 
yexed myself that Denys was not with us to prattle with them; 
he is so f ond of women." ("Are you fond of women^ Denys ? **J 
And the reader opened two great violet eyes upon him with 
gentle surprise. 

Denys.'] "Ahem! He says so, she-comrade. ByHannibal's 
helmet'tis their fault, not mine. They toül have such soft 
Yoices , and white skins , and sunny hair , and dark blue eyes, 
and-" 

Margaret,] (Reading suddenly.) "Which their affabilityl 
put to profit thus. I asked them how they made shift to grow 
roses in yule? For know, dear Margaret, that throughont 
Germany the baser sort of lasses wear for head-dress nought 
but a ' Crantz ,' or wreath of roses , encircling their bare hair, 
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aslaurelCddsar's; andthoughofthe worshipful scomed, yet 
is braver, I wist, to your eye and mine which painters be, 
thoughsorryones, thanthe gorgeous, uncouth, mechanical 
head-gear of Üie time, and adoms, not hides herhair, that 
goodly Ornament fitted to her head by craffc divine. So the 
good lasses, being questioned close, did let me know, the 
rose-buds are cnt in summer and laid then in great clay pots, 
thus ordered : — first bay salt, then a row of buds, and over 
that row bay aalt sprinkled; then another row of buds placed 
croBswise; for they say it is death to the buds to touch one 
another; and so on, buds and salt in layers. Then each pot 
is covered and soldered tight, and ke pt in cool cellar. And 
on Saturday night the master of the house, or mistress, if 
master be none, opens a pot, and doles the rose-buds outto 
eyery female in the house, high or low, withouten grudge; 
then solders it up again. And such, as of these buds would 
fuil-blown roses make , put them in wann water a little space, 
or eise in the stove , and then with tiny brush and soft, wetted 
in Rhenish wine , do coax them tili they ope their f olds. And 
some perfiune them with rose- water. For, alack, their smell 
it is fled with the summer; and only their fair bodyes lie 
withouten soul , in tomb of clay, awaiting resurrection. 

^* And some with the roses and buds mix nutmegs gilded, 
but not by my good wiD; forgold, braye in itself , cheekby 
jowl with roses, is but yellow earth. And it does the eye*s 
heart good to see these fair heads of hair come, blooming 
with roses, over snowy roads, and by snow capt hedg^es, 
setting winter*s beauty by the side of summer's glory. For 
what so fair as winter*s lilies , snow yclept , and what so brave 
as roses? Andshouldsthavehadapicturehere, but for their 
superstition. Leaned a lass in Sunday garb, cross ankled, 
against her cottage comer, whose low roof was snow-dad, 
and with her Crantz did seem a summer flower sprouting from 
winter's bosom. I drew rein, and out pencil and brush to 
limn her for thee. But the simpleton , fearing the evil eye , or 
glamour, claps both hands to her face and flies panic-stricken. 
Bat, indeed, they are not more superstitious than the Seven- 
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bergen folk , which take ihj f ather for a magician. Tet sofüy, 
sith at this moment I profit bj this darkness of their minds; 
for, at first, sitting down to write this diary, I coold frame 
nor thought nor word , so harried and deaved was I with noise 
of mechanical persons, and hoarse laughter at doli jests of 
one of these parti-coloured *fool8,* which are so rife in Grer- 
many. Bat, oh, sorry wit, that is driyen to the poor re- 
Bource of pointed ear-caps, and a green and yollow body. 
Trae wit, methinks , is of the mind. We met in Burgundj an 
honest wench, thoagh over free for my palate, a chamber- 
maid, had made hayoc of all these zanies, droll by brate 
force. Oh , Digressor ! Well then , I to be rid of roaring msti- 
calls, and mindless jests, put my finger in a glass and drew 
on the table a great watery circle; whereat the rusticalls did 
look askant, like venison at a cat; and in that circle a smaller 
circle. The rusticalls held their peace; and beside these 
circles cabalistical, I laid down on the table solemnly yon 
parchment deed I had out of your house. The rusticalls held 
their breath. Then did I look as glom as might be, and 
muttered slowly thus : 'Yideamus — quam diu tu fictus morio 
•^ Yosque veri stulti — audebitis — in häc aulä morari , stre- 
pitantes ita — et olentes — ut dulcissimaa nequeam miser 
scribere/ They shook like aspens , and stole away on tiptoe 
one by one at first, then in a rush and jostling, and left me 
alone; and most scared of all was the fool: never eamed 
jester fairer his ass*s ears. So rubbed I their foible, who 
first rubbed mine; for of all a traveller's foes I dread 
those giants twain, Sir Noise, and eke Sir Stench. The 
saints and martyrs forgive my peevishness. Thus I write 
to thee in balmy peace , and teil thee trivial things scarce 
worthy ink, also how I love thee , which there was no need to 
teil, for well thou knowest it. And, oh, dear Margaret, 
looking on their roses, which grew in summer, but blow in 
Winter, I see the picture of our true afiPection; born it was in 
smiles and bliss, but soon adversity beset us sore with many a " 
bitter blast. Yet our love hath lost no leaf , thank God, but 
blossoms füll and fair as ever, proof against frowns , and jibes. 
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andprison, andbanishment, as those sweetG^rman flowers 
a blooming in winter's snow. 

^^January 2nd. — M7 servant, the count, finding me 
curious, took me to the stables of the prince that rules this 
part. In the first coort was a horse-bath, adomed with twenty- 
two pillars, graven with the prince's arms ; and also the horse- 
leech*8 Shop, so fdmished as a rieh apothecary might envy. 
The Stahle is a fair quadrangle, whereof three sides filled with 
horses of allnations. Before eaeh horse's nose was a glazed 
Window, withagreencurtaintobedrawnatpleasure, andat 
his tail a thick wooden pillar with a brazen shield, whence bj 
toming of a pipe he is watered, and serves too for a cupboard 
to keep his comb and rubbing clothes. £ach rack was iron, 
and each manger shining copper , and eaeh nag covered with 
a scarlet manüe, and aboye him his bridle and saddle himg, 
ready to gallop forth in a minute; and not less than two 
hundred horses , whereof twelve score of f oreign breed. And 
we retumed to our inn fall of admiration , and the two varlets 
Said sorrowfoUy, *Why were we bom with two legs?* And 
one of the grooms that was civil and had of me trinkgeld, stood 
now at his cottage-door and asked us in. There we found his 
wife and children of all ages, from five to eighteen, and had 
but one room to bide and sleep in, a thing pestiferous and 
most uncivil. Then I asked my Servant , knew he this prince ? 
Ay, did he, and had offcen drunk with him in a marble 
Chamber above the stable, where, for table, was a curious 
and arti£cial rock, and the drinking vessels hang on its 
pinnacles, and attiie hottest of the engagement a statue of a 
horseman in bronze came forth bearing a bowl of Hquor, and 
he that sat nearest behoved to drain it. *'Tis well,* said I: 
*nowforthypenance, whisper thou in yon prince's ear, that 
God hath given him his people freely, and not sought a price 
for them as for horses. And pray him look inside the huts at 
his horse-palace door , and bethink himself is it well to house 
his horses, and stable his folk.' Said he, **Twill give sore 
offence.* 'But,* said I, *ye must do it discreetly and choose 
yourtime.' So he promised. And riding on we heard plaintive 
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cries. 'Alas,* said I, 'soine sore mlBchance hath befaüeD 
some poor soul: what may it be? And we rode up, and lo! 
it was a wedding feast, and the goests were plTing the bosineBs 
of drinking sad and silent, but ever and anon cried loud and 
dolefuUy, *Seytfrölich! Bemerry.* 

^^JanuaryS. — Yesterdaybetween Nürnberg and Augsburg 
we parted Company. Igayemylord, lateSenrant, back bis 
brave clothes for mine , but bis borse he made me keep , snd 
fiye gold pieces , and said he was still my debtor , bis penance 
it had been slight along of me, but profitable. But bis best 
word was this : *I see 'tis more noble to be loved than feared." 
And then he did so praise me as I blnsh to put on paper ; jet, 
poor fool, would fain thou couldst hear bis words, but&om 
some other pen than mine. And the servants did heartily 
grasp my band, and wish me good luck. And riding apace, 
yet could I not reach Augsburg tili the gates were closed ; but 
it mattered little , for this Augsburg it is an enchanted city. 
For a small coin one took me a long way round to a famous 
postem called der Einlass. Here stood two guardians, like 
statues. To them I gave my name and business. They 
nodded me leave to knock; I knocked; and the iron gate 
opened with a great noise and hollow ratüing of a chain , but 
no band seen nor chain ; and he , who drew the hidden chain, 
sits a butt*s length from the gate ; and I rode in, and the gate 
closed with a clang after me. I found myself in a great buüd- 
ing with a bridge at my feet. This I rode over and presently 
came to a porter*s lodge , where one asked me again my name 
and business, then rang a bell, and a great portcullis that 
barred the way began to rise, drawn by a wheel overhead, and 
no band seen. Behind the portcullis was a thick oaken door 
studded with steel. It opened without band , and I rode into 
a hall as dark as pitch. Trembling there a while, a door 
opened and showed me a smaller hall lighted. I rode into it : 
a tin goblet came down from the ceiling by a little chain: I 
put two batzen into it, and it went up again. Being gone, 
another thick door creaked and opened , and I rid through. It 
closed on me with a tremendous clang, and behold me in 
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Augsburg city. I lay at an inn called *The Three Moors,' 
over an hundred jearsold; and, thismoming, according to 
my waj of viewing towns to leam their compass and shape, I 
mounted the highest tower I could find, and settingmj dlal 
ftt my foot surveyed the beautifol cityi' whole streets of 
palaces, and churches tiled with copper bumished like gold; 
and the house fronte gaily painted and all glazed, and the 
glass so clean and bumished as 'tis most resplendent and rare ; 
and I, now first seemg a great citie, did crow with delight, 
and like cock on his ladder, and at the tower foot was taken 
into custody for a spy ; for whilst I watched Üie city the watch- 
man had watched me. The burgomaster reeeived me courte- 
ously and heard my story; then rebuked he the officers. 
'Could ye not question him yourselyes, er read in his face? 
This is to make our city stink in stranger's report.* Then he 
told me my curiosity was of a commendable sort : and seeing I 
was a craftsman and inquisitive, bade his derk take me 
among the guilds. God bless the city where the very burgo- 
master is cut of Solomon's cloth ! 

^^Januaryö. — Dear Margaret, it is a noble city, and a 
kind mother to arts. Here they cut in wood and ivory, that 
'tis like Spiders' work, and paint on glass, and sing angelical 
harmonies. Writing of books is quite gone by; here be six 
Printers. Yet was I offered a bountiful wage to write fairly 
a merchant's accounts, one Fugger, a grand and wealthy 
trader, and hath störe of ships, yet his father was but a poor 
weaver. But here in commerce, her very garden, men swell 
like mushrooms. Andheboughtmyhorseofme, andabated 
me not a jot, which way of dealing is not known in Holland. 
But, oh, Margaret, the workmen of all the guilds are so kind 
and brotherly to one another, and to me. Here, methinks, I 
have found the true G^rman mind, loyal, frank, and kindly, 
Bomewhat choleric withal, but nought revengeful. Each 
mechanic wears a sword. The very weavers at the loom sit 
girded with their weapons, and all Q^rmans on too slight 
occasion draw them and fight; but no treachery: challenge 
firet, then draw, and with the edge only, mostly the face, 
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not with Sir Point; for if in these combats one throst at his 
adversary and hurt bim, 'tis called ein Bchehnstück , a 
heinous act; both men and women tum tbeir backe on him; 
and even the judges punish thrusts bitterlj, bat pass over 
cuts. Hence in Germany be good störe of scarred faces, 
three in five at least, and in France scarce more than one in 
three. 

*^But in arts mechanical no Citizens may compare wiiii 
these. Fonntains in every street that play to heayen, and in 
the gardens seeming trees, which being approached, one 
Standing afar touches a spring, and every twig shoots water, 
and souses the gaests to their host's mach delectation. Big 
calverins of war they cast with no more ado than oar folk 
horse-shoes, and have done this foarscore years. All staffs 
theyweave, and linen fine as oars at home, or nearly, which 
elsewhere in Earope vainly shall yoa seek. Sir Printing 
Press — sore foe to poor Gkrard, bat to other humans bene- 
ficial — plieth by night and day, and casteth goodly words 
like so wer afield; while I, poor fool, can bat sowthem as I 
saw women in France sow rye, dribbling it in the forrow 
grain by grain. And of Üieir stränge mechanical skill take 
two ezamples. For ending of exemplary rogaes they have a 
figore like a woman, seven feet high, and called Jang Frau; 
bat lo a spring is toached, she seizeth the poor wretch with 
iron arms, and opening herseif, hales him inside her, and 
there pierces him throagh and throagh with two score lances. 
Secondly, in all great houses the spit is tamed not by a 
scrubby boy, bat by smöke. Ay, mayst well admire, and 
judge me a lying knaye. These canning Germans do set in 
the chimney a little windmiU, and the smoke straggling to 
wendpast, tumsit, and from the mill a wire runs throagh the 
wall and tums the spit on wheels; beholding which I doffed 
my bonnet to the men of Aagsburg, for who bat these had ere 
devised to bind ye so dark and sabtle a knave as Sir Smoke, 
and set him to roast Dame Pallet? 

*^ This day, January 8, with three craftsmen of the town, 
I painted a pack of cards. They were for a Senator in a 
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hurry. I the diamonds. My queen came forth with eyes 
like spring violets , hair a golden brown , and witching smile. 
My fellow-craftsmen saw her, and put their arms round my 
neck and hailed me master. Oh, noble Germans! No 
jealousy of a brother-workman : no sour looks at a stranger: 
and would have me spendSunday with them after matins; 
and the merchant paid me so richly, as I was ashamed to take 
the guerdon : and I to my inn, and tried to paint the queen of 
diamonds for poor Gerard; but no, she would not come like 
again. Luck wiD not be bespoke. Oh, happy rieh man 
thathathgother! Fie! üel Happy Gerard, tiiat shall have 
herseif one day, and keep house with her at Augsburg. 

^^January 8. — With my fellows, and one Veit Stoss, a 
wood-carver, and one Hafiiagel, of the goldsmiths* guild, 
and their wives and lasses, to Hafiiagers cousin, a Senator of 
this &ee city, and his stupendious wine-vessel. It is ribbed 
like a ship, and hath been eighteen months in band, and 
finished but now, and holds a hundred and fifty hogsheads, 
and standeth not, but lieth; yet even so ye get not on his 
back withouten ladders two, of thirty steps. And we sat 
about the miraculous mass, and drank Bhenish £rom it, 
drawn by a little artificial pump, and the lasses pinned their 
crantzes to it, and we danced round it, and the Senator 
danced on its back, but with drinking of so many garausses, 
lost his footing and feil off, glass in hand, and broke an arm 
and a leg in the midst of us. So scurvily ended our drinking 
bout for this time. 

^^January 10, — This day started for Venice with a Com- 
pany of merchants, and among them him who had desired me 
for his scrivener; and so we are now agreed, I to write at 
night the letters he shall dict, and other matters, he to feed 
and lodge me on the road. We be many and armed, and 
soldiers with us to boot, so fear not the thieves which men 
say lie on the borders of Italy. But an if I find the printing 
press at Venice I trow I shall not go on to Bome, for man may 
not vie with iron. 

^^Imprimit una dies quantum non scribitur anno. And 
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dearest, something teils me 70a and I shall end onr days at 
Augsburg, whence going, I shali leave it all I caa — my 
blessing. 

^^January 12, — M7 master affecteth me mucb, and now 
maketh me sit with him in hie horselitter. A grare good man, 
of all respected, but sad for loss of a dear daughter, and loTctfa 
my psalterj: not giddy-paced ditties, but holj hannonio 
such as Cul de Jatte made wry mouths at. So many men, so 
manyminds. But cooped in hone-litter and at night, writinf 
hie letters, my Journal halteth. 

^^Januaryli, — When not attending on my good merchant, 
I consort with such of our Company as are ItaUans, for 'tia to 
Italylwend, and I am ill seen in Italian tongue. Acourteoiu 
and a subtle people, at meat delicate feeden, and cleanlj; 
love not to put their left band in the dish. They say Yeniee 
is the garden of Lombardy, Lombardy the garden of Italj, 
Italy of the world. 

^^Januctry 16. — Streng ways and steep, and the monntain 
girls 80 girded up, as from their armpits to their waist ia bot 
a handfiü. Of all the garbs I yet have seen the moat un- 
lovely. 

^^Janwxry 18, — In the midst of life we are in death. Oh! 
dear Margaret, I thought I had lost theo. Here I lie in paii 
and dole, and shall write Üiee that, which read you it in a 
romance ye should cry 'most improbable!* And so still 
wondering that I am aliye to write it, and thanking for it 
God and the saints, this is what befell thy Gerard. Yestreen 
I wearied of being shut up in litter, and of the mule's slow 
pace, and so went forward; and being, I know not why, 
strangely füll of spirit and hope, as I have heard befall aome 
men when on trouble's brink, seemed to tread on air, and 
soon distanced them all. Presentlylcametotworoads; and 
took the larger: I should have teken the smaller. After 
travelHng a good half-hour I found my error and retumed, 
and deeming my Company had long passed by, pushed 
brayely on, but I could not overtake them ; imd small wonder, 
as you shall hear. Then I was anxious, and ran, but bare 
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was the road of those I souglit, and night came down, and 
the wild beasts afoot, and I bemoaned my foUy, also I was 
hungered. The moon rose clear and bright exceedingly, and 
presently, a little way off the road, I saw a tall wind-mill. 
*Come,* said I, ^mayhap the milier will take rath on me.' 
Near the miU was a haystack, and scattered about were 
Store of little barreis, but lo, they were not flour-barrels but 
tar-barrels, one or two, and the rest of spirits, Brantwein 
and Schiedam; I knew them momently, having seen the llke 
in Holland. 1 knocked at the mill door, bat none answered. 
I lifted the latch and the door opened inwards. I went in, 
and gladly, for the night was fine but cold, and a rime on 
the trees, which were a kind of lofty sycamores. There was 
a stove, bat black; I lighted it with some of the hay and 
wood, for there was a great pile of wood outside : and, I know 
not how, I went to sleep. Not long had I slept, I trow, 
when hearing a noise 1 awoke, and there were a dozen men 
around me, with wild faces, and long blaek hair, and black 
sparkling eyes." 

Catherine.] '^Oh, my poor boyl those black-haired ones 
do still scare me to look on." 

^^ I made my excuses in such Italian as I knew, and eking 
oat by signs. They grinned. 'I had lost my Company.' 
They grinned. * I was an hungered.' Still they grinned, and 
spoke to one another in a tongue I knew not At last one 
gave me a piece of bread and a tin mug of wine, as 1 thought, 
bat it was spirits neat. I made a wry face, and asked for 
water: then these wild men laughed a horrible laugh. I 
thought to fly, but, lookiug towards the door, it was bolted 
with two enormous bolts of iron, and now first, as I ate my 
bread, I saw it was all guarded too, and ribbed with iron. 
My blood curdled within me, and yet I could not teil thee 
why; but hadst thou seen the faces, wild, stupid, and ruth- 
less. I mumbled my bread, not to let them see I feared 
them; but oh, it cost me to swallow it and keep it in me. 
Then it whirled in my brain, was there no way to escape? 
Said I, *They will not let me forth by the door; these be 
The CloUter and the Hearth, IL 4 
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smugglers or robbers.' So I feigned drowslness, and taking 
out two batzen said, ' Gk)od men, for our Lady's grace let me 
lie on a bed and sleep, for I am faint with traveL' Thej 
nodded and grinned their horrible grin, and bade one ii§^t a 
lanthom and lead me. He took me np a winding staircase, 
up, up, and I saw no Windows, but the wooden walla were 
piereed like a barbican tower, and methinks for the same 
purpose, and through these slits I got glimpses of the ekj, 
and thought, ^Shall I e*er see thee again?* He took me to 
the very top of the mill, and there was a room with a heap of 
straw in one comer, and many empty barreis, and by the 
wall a truckle bed. He pointed to it, and went down stain 
heavily, taking the light, for in this room was a great 
window, and the moon came in bright I looked out to see, 
and lo it was so high that even the mill sails at their highest 
came not up to my window by some feet, but tumed veiy 
slow and stately undemeath, for wind there was scarce & 
breath: and the trees seemed silver filagree made by angel 
craftomen. My hope of flight was gone. 

'^Bat now, those wild faces being out of sight, I smiled at 
my fears : what an' if they were ill men, would it profit th^n 
to hurt me? Natheless, for caution against surprise, I would 
put the bed against the door. I went to move it, but could 
not. It was free at the head, but at the foot fast damped 
with iron to the floor. So I flung my psaltery on the bed, but 
for myself made a layer of straw at the door, so as none could 
open on me imawares. And I laid my sword ready to mj 
hand. And said my prayers for thee and me, and tumed to 
sleep. 

'^Below they drank and made merry. And hearing this 
gave me confidence. Said I, 'Out of sight, out of mind. 
Another hour and the good Schiedam will make them forget 
that I am here.' And so I composed myself to sleep. And 
for some time could not for the boisterous mirth below. At 
last I dropped off. How long I slept I knew not; but I woke 
with a Start: the noise had ceased below, and the suddeii 
silence woke me. And scarce was I awake, when sudden the 
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txuckle bed was gone with a loud clang all bat the feet, and 
the floor yawned, and I heard my psaltery fall and break to 
atoms deep , deep , below the very floor of the mill. It had 
fallen into a well. And so had I done, lying where it lay." 

Margaret shuddered and put her face in her hauds. But 
speedily resumed. 

"I lay stupefied at first. Then horror feil on me and I 
rose , but stood rooted there , shaking from head to foot. At 
last I found myself looking down into that fearsome gap, and 
my very hair did bristle as I peered. And then, Iremember, 
I tumed quite cahn, and made up my mind to die sword in 
hand. For I saw no man must know this their bloody secret 
and live. And I said *Poor Margaret!' And I took out of 
my bosom, where they lie ever, our marriage lines, and kissed 
them again and again. And I pinned them to my shirt again, 
that they might lie in one grave with me , if die I must And 
I thought ^ML our love and hopes to end thus ! * " 

Eli] "Whist all! Their marriage lines? G-ive her time ! 
But no word. I can bear no chat. My poor lad ! " 

During the long pause that ensued Catherine leaned 
forward and passed something adroitly fipom her own lap 
under her daughter*s apron who sat next her. 

"Presently thinking, all in a whirl, of all that ever passed 
betweenus, and taking leave of all those pleasanthours, I 
called to mind how one day at Sevenbergen thou taughtest 
me to make a rope of straw. Mindest thou? The moment 
memory bronght that happy day back to me , I cried out very 
loud: 'Margaret gives me a chance for life even here.' I 
woke from my lethargy. I seized on the straw and twisted it 
eagerly, as thou didst teach me, but my fingers trembled and 
delayed the task. Whiles I wrought I heard a door open 
below. That was a terrible moment. Even as I twisted my 
rope I got to the window and looked down atthe great arms 
of the mill Coming slowlyup, then passing, then tuming less 
slowly down, as it seemed; and I thought 'They go not as 
when there is wind: yet, slow or fast, what mau rideveron 

4* 
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such steed as these, andbVed? Yet,* saidl, 'better tnistto 
them and Otod , than to iU men.' And I prayed to him wham 
even Ihe wind obeyeth. 

«Dear Margaret, I fastened mj rope, and let mjaelf 
gently down, and fixed my eye on that huge arm of the mill, 
wbich then was creeping up to me, and went to spring on to 
it Bat my heart f ailed me at the pinch. And methought it 
was not near enow. And it passed calm and awfol by. I 
watched for another; they were three. And after a litüe 
while one crept up slower than the rest methought. And 1 
with my foot thmst myself in good time somewi^t out from 
the wall, and crying aloud * Margaret!' did grip witii all mj 
Boul the wood work of the sail, and that moment was swimming 
in the air.'* 

Oäes.] "Wblldone! welldohbI*' 

" Motion I feit little ; bat the stars seemed to go roond the 
sky, and then the grase came ap to me nearer and nearer, 
and when the hoary grass was qaite close I was sent rolling 
along it as if horled from a catapalt, and got ap breathiess, 
and every point and tie aboat me broken. I rose, bat feil 
down again in agony. I bad bat one leg I coald stand on ." 

Catherine.] *'Eh! deart his leg is broke, my boy's legis 
broke." 

"And, e*en as I lay groaning, 1 heard a soand like thonder. 
It was the assassins ranning ap the stairs. The crazy old 
mill shook ander them. They mast haye foand I had not 
fallen into their bloody trap, and were ranning to despatch 
me. Margaret, I feit no fear, for I had now no hope. I conld 
neither ran , nor hide ; so wild the place , so bright the moon. 
1 straggled up all agony and revenge, morelikesome wounded 
wild beast than your Gerard. Leaning on my sword hilt I 
hobbled round; and swift as lightning, or vengeance, I 
heaped a great pile of their hay and wood at the mill door; 
then drove my dagger into a barrel of their smuggled spirits, 
and flung it on; l£en out with my tinder and lighted the pile. 
*This wül bring true men round my dead body,' said I. 
'Aha!* Icried, 'thinkyourildiealone, cowards, assassins! 
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recklessfiends!* and at each word on went abarrel pierced. 
But, oh, Margaret! the fire fed by the spirits sorprised me: 
it shot up and singed my very hair, it went roaring np the 
aide of the mill , swift as falls the lightning: and I yelled and 
langhed in my tortore and despair, and pierced more barreis, 
and the very tar-barrels, and flung them on. The fire roared 
like a lion for its prey, and voices answered it inside from the 
top of the mill, and the feet came thundering down, and I 
stood as near that awful fire as I could, with uplifted sword to 
slay and be slain. The holt was drawn. A tar-barrel caught 
fire. The door was opened. What followed ? Not the men 
came out, bnt the fire rushed in atthem like a living death, 
and the first I thonght to fight with was blackened and 
crompled on the fioor like a leaf. One fearsome yell, and 
dumb for ever. The feet ran up again, but fewer. I heard 
them hack with their swords a little way up, at the milVs 
wooden sides; but they had no time to hew their way out: 
the fire and reek were at their heels , and the smoke burst out 
at every loophole, and oozed blue in the moonlight through 
each crevice. I hobbled back, racked with pain and fiiry. 
There were white faces up at my window. They saw me. 
They cursed me. I cursed them back and shook my naked 
Bword: * Come down the roadi came,' Icried. 'Butyemust 
come one by one, and, as ye come, ye die upon this steel.' 
Some cursed at that , but others wailed. For I had them all 
at deadly vantage. And doubtless with my smoke-grimed 
face and fiendish rage I looked a demon. And now there 
was a steady roar inside the mill. The flame was going up it 
as fumace up its chimney. The mill caught fire. Fire 
glimmered through it. Tongues of fiame darted through each 
loophole and shot sparks and fiery flakes into the night. One 
of the assassins leaped on to the sail, as I had done. In his 
hurry he missed his grasp and feil atmy feet, and bounded 
from the hard ground like a ball, and never spoke, nor 
moyed again. And the rest screamed like women, and with 
their despair came back to me both ruth for them and hope of 
life for myself. And the fire gnawed through the mül in 
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placen , and shot forth showera of great flat sparks like flaket 
of fiery snow; and the sailfl caught fire one after another; 
and I became a man again and staggered away terror- 
stricken, leaning on my sword, from the sight of my rerenge, 
and with great bodily pain crawled back to the road. And, 
dear Margaret, the rimy trees were now all like pyramidB of 
golden filagree, andlace, cobweb fino, in the red firelight. 
Oh! moBtbeautiful! And a poor wreteh got eutangled in the 
bumingsails, and whirled round screaming, and lost hold at 
the wrong time, and hiirled like stone from mangonel high 
into the air; then a dull thnmp; it was bis carcass striking 
the earth. The next moment there was a lond Crash. The 
mill feil in on its destroyer, and a million great sparks flew 
np, and the sails feil overthe bnmingwreck, and atthata 
million more sparks flew up , and Üie ground was strewn with 
buming wood and men. I prayed God forgive me, and 
kneeling with my back to that fiery shambles, I saw lights on 
the road; a welcome sight. It was a Company Coming 
towards me , and scarce two furlongs off. I hobbled towards 
them. £re I had gone far I heard a swift step behind me. I 
tomed. One had escaped; how escaped, who can divine? 
His sword shone in the moonlight. 1 feared him , methou^bt 
the ghosts of all those dead sat on that glittering glaive. I 
put my other foot to the gi^ound, maugre l£e anguish, and fled 
towards the torches, moaning with pain, and shouting for aid. 
But what could 1 do? He gained on me. Behooved me tum 
and fight. Denys had taught me sword play in sport. I 
wheeled, our swords clashed. His clothes they smelled all 
singed. I cut swiftly upward with supple band, and his 
dangled bleeding at the wrist, and his sword feil; it tinkled 
on the ground. I raised my sword to hew him should he stoop 
for't. He stood and cursed me. He drew his dagger with 
his left; I opposed my point and dared him with my eye to 
dose. A great shout arose behind me from true men's 
throats. Hestarted. He spat at me in his rage, then gnasbed 
his teeth and fled blaspheming. I tumed and saw torebes 
dose at band. Lo, they feil to dancing up and down 
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methought, andthenext — moment — all — was — dark. I 
h&d — ahr 

Catherine.] "Here, help! water I Stand aloof, youthat 
bemen!" 

Margaret had fainted away. 



CHAPTEß IV. 

When ßhe recovered, her head was on Catherine's arm, 
and the honest half of the family she had invaded like a foe 
stood round her uttering rough homely words of enconrage- 
ment, especially Giles, who roared at her that she was not to 
take on like that. "Q-erard was alive and well, orhe could 
not have writ this letter, the biggest mankind had seen as yet, 
and," ashethought, "thebeautifolest, and most movmg, and 
smallest writ." 

"Ay, good Master Giles," sighed Margaret feebly, "he 
was alive. Bnt how know I what hath since befallen him? 
Oh, why left he Holland to go among strangers fierce as 
lions? And why did I not drive him from me sooner than part 
him from his own flesh and blood? Forgive me , you that are 
hismother!" 

And she gently removed Catherine's arm, and made a 
feeble attempt to slide off the chair on to her knees, which, 
after a brief straggle with superior force ended in her finding 
herseif on Catherine*s bosom. Then Margaret held out the 
letter to Eli, and said faintly but sweetly, " I will trust it from 
my band now. In sooth, I am little fit to read any more — 
and — and — loth to leave my comfort:" and she wreathed 
her other arm round Catherine*8 neck. 

"Readthou, Eichart," said Eli; "thineeyesbeyounger 
than mine." 

Richart took the letter. " Well ," said he, " such writing 
saw I never. A writeth with a needle's point; and cleax to 
boot. Why is he not in my counting-house at Amsterdam 
instead of vagaboning it out yonder? " 
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<< When I came to myself I was seated in the litter, and my 
good merchant holding of my hand. I babbled I know not 
what, and then shuddered awhile in silence. He put a hom of 
wine to my Ups." 

Catherine,^ "Biesshiml blesshim!*' 

£r/i.] "Whist!" 

"And I told him what had befallen. He would see my leg. 
It was sprained sore, and swelled at the ankle; and all my 
points were broken, as I could scarce keep up my hose ; and I 
Said, *Sir, I shall bebuta bürden toyon, I doubt, andcan 
make you no harmony now; my poor psaJtery itis broken;* 
and 1 did grieve over my broken music, companion of so 
many weary leagues. But he patted me on the cheek, and 
bade me not fret; also he did pat up my leg on a pillow, and 
tended me like a kind father. 

^^January 14, — I sit all day in the litter, for we are push- 
ing forward with haste , and at night the good kind merchant 
sendeth me to bed, and will not let me work. Strange! 
whene*er I fall in wiüi men like fiends, then the next moment 
God still sendeth me some good man or woman, lest I shonld 
tum away from htmian kind. Oh, Margaret! how strangely 
mixed they be, and how old I am by what I was three months 
agone! And lo! if good Master Fugger hath not been and 
bought me a psaltery.'* 

CatJierine.] " Eli, my man, an yon merchant comes onr way 
let US buy a hundred ells of cloth of him, and not higgle." 

Eli.] " That will I, take your oath on't ! '* 

While Richart prepared to read, Ejate looked at her 
mother, and with ä faint blush drew out the piece of work 
from under her apron, and sewed, with head depressed a litüe 
more than necessaiy. On this her mother drew a piece of 
work out of her pocket, and sewed too, while Richart read. 
Both the specimens these sweet surreptitiouB creatures now 
first exposed to Observation were babies' caps, and more than 
half finished, which told a tale. Horror! they were like litüe 
monks* cowls in shape and delicacy. 
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*^January 12. — Laid up in the litter, and as good as blind, 
bat, halting to bait, Lombardy plains burst on me. Oh, 
Margaret! a land üowing with milk and honey; all sloping 
plains, goodlyrivers, jocundmeadows, delectable orchards, 
and blooming gardens; and, though winter, looks warmer 
than poor beloved Holland at midsummer, and makes the 
wanderer's face to shine, and bis hearttoleapforjoytosee 
earth so kind and smiling. Here be vines, cedars, olives, and 
cattle plenty, bat three goats to a sheep. The draaght oxen 
wear white linen on their necks, and standing by dark green 
olive-trees each one is a picture; and the folk, especially 
women, wear delicate strawen hats with üowers and leaves 
fairly imitated in silk, with silver mixed. This day we crossed 
a river prettily in a chained ferry-boat. On either bank was 
a windlass , and a single man by tuming of it drew oar whole 
Company to bis shore, whereat I did admire, being a stranger. 
Passed over with as some country folk. And, an old woman 
looking at a yoong wench, she did hide her face with her 
band, and held her crucifix out like knight bis sword in tour- 
nay, dreading the evil eye. 

^^Januarylö, — Safe at Venice, A place whose stränge 
and passing beaaty is well known to l£ee by report of oar 
mariners. Dost mind too how Peter woald oft fill oar ears 
withal, we handed beneath the table , and he still discoarsing 
of this sea-enthroned and peeriess citie, in shape a bow, and 
its great canal and palaces on piles, and its watery ways plied 
by score« of gilded boats; and thatmarket-placeofnations, 
orbxB, non arbis, foram, St. Mark bis place? Andhisstatae 
with the peeriess je weis in bis eyes, and the Hon at bis gate? 
Bat I, lying at my window in pain, may see none of these 
beaaties as yet, bat only a street, fairly paved, which is dall, 
and hoases with oiled paper and linen, in liea of glass, which 
is rade ; and the passers-by, their habits and their gestares, 
wherein they are saperflaoas. Therefore, not to miss my 
daily comfort of whispering to thee, I will e'en tarn mine eyes 
in ward, and bind my sheayes of wisdom reaped by traveL 
For I love thee so, that no treasure pleases me not shared 
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with thee; and what treasore so.good and endurlng as know- 
ledge? This then havel, SirFootBore, leamed, that each 
nation hath its proper wisdom, and its proper folly; and, 
methinks, couldagreat king, orduke, tramp likeme, and 
See with his owu eyes, he might pick the flowers, and eachew 
the weeds of nations, and go home and set his own folk on 
Wisdom's hill. The Gknnans in the north were chnrlish, bat 
frank and honest ; in the south, kindly and honest too. Their 
general blot is dronkenness, the which they carry even to 
misllke and contempt of sober men. They say commonly, 
^Kanstu niecht saoffen und fressen so kansta kienem bern 
wol dienen.' In England, the vulgär sort drink as deep , but 
the worshipful hold excess in this a reproach, and drink a 
health or two forcourtesy, not gluttony, and still sugar the 
wine. In their cnps the Germans ose little mirth, or discourse, 
but ply the business sadly crying , * Seyte frolich ! * The best 
of their drunken sport is ^Kurlemurlehuff,* a way of drinking 
with touching deftly of the glass the beard, the table, in due 
tum, intermized with whistUngs and snappings of the finger 
so curiously ordered as *tis a labour of Hercules, but to the 
beholder right pleasant and niirthful. Their topers, by advice 
of German leeches, sleep with pebbles in their mouths. For, 
as of a boiling pot the lid must be set ajar, so with ibese 
fleshly wine-pots, to vent the heat of their inward parts : spite 
of which many die suddenly from drink ; but*tis a matter of re- 
ligion to slur it, and gloze it, and Charge some inuocent disease 
therewitb. Yet 'tis more a custom than very nature , for their 
women come among the tipplers , and do but stand a moment, 
and, as it were, kiss the winccup; and are indeed most 
temperate in eating and drinking, and, of all women, modest 
and yirtuous, and true spouses and friends to their mates ; far 
before our Holland lasses, that being maids, put the question 
to the men, and being wived, do lord it over them. Why, 
there is a wife in Tergou, not far from our door. One came to 
the hoHse and sought her man. Says she, * You*ll not find 
him : he asked my leave to go abroad this aftemoon, and I did 
giTeithim.'" 
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Catherine.'] "*Tis Booth! 'tis sooth! 'Twas Beck Hülse, 
Jonah's wife. Thls comes of a woman wedding a boy." 

"In the sonth where wine is, the gentry drink Üiemselves 
bare ; but not in the north : for with beer a noble shall sooner 
burst bis body than melt his lands. They are quarrelsome, 
but 'tis the üquor, not the mind ; for they are none revengefül. 
And when they have made a bad bargain drunk, they stand 
to it sober. They keep their Windows bright: and judge a 
man by his clothes. Whatever fruit or grain or herb grows by 
the roadside, gather and eat. The owner seeing you shall 
say, ' Art welcome , honest man.* But an ye pluck a wayside 
grape, your very life is in jeopardy. *Tis eating of that 
Heaven gave to be dmnken. The French are much fairer 
spoken, and not nlgh so true hearted. Sweet words cost them 
nought. They call it * * pay er en blanche.* " 

Denys,] "Lescoquins! ha! ha!" 

" Natheless , courtesy is in their hearts , ay , in their very 
blood. They say commonly, *Give yourself the trouble of 
sitting down. * And such straws of speech show how blows 
the wind. Also at a public show, if you would leave your seat, 
yet not lose it, tie but your napkin round the bench, and no 
French man or women will sit here ; but rather keep tiie place 
for you." 

Catherine.'] "Gramercy! that »manners. France for me ! " 

Denys rose and placed his hand gracefuUy to his breast- 
plate. 

"Natheless, they say things in sport which are not 
courteous, but shocking. *Le diable t'emporte!* *Allezau 
diable ! * and so forth. But I trow they mean not such dread- 
fal wishes: custom belike. Moderate in drinking, and mix 
water with their wine , and sing and dance over their cups, 
and are then enchanting Company. They are curious not to 
drink in another man's cup. In war the English gain the 
better of them in the field ; but the French are their masters 
inattack anddefenceof cities; witness Orleans , where they 
besieged their besiegers , and hashed them sore with their 
double and treble ciüverines ; and many other sieges in this 
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onr Century. More than all nationB they flatter their women, 
and despise tbem. No She may be Üieir soyereign roler. 
Also they often hang their female malefactors, instead of 
drowning them decently, as other nations ose. The fumitore 
in their inns is walnut, in Germany only deal. French 
Windows are ill. The lower half isofwood, and opens: the 
Upper half is of glass, but fixed; so that the servant cannot 
come at it to clean it. The German Windows are all glass, 
and moyable, and shine far and near like diamonds. In 
France many mean houses are not glazed at all. Once I saw 
a Frenchman pass a church without uubonneting. Thia I 
ne*er witnessed in Holland, Germany, or Italy. At many inns 
they show the traveller bis sheets to give bim assurance they 
are clean, and warm them at the fire before bim; a laadable 
custom. They receive bim kindly and like a guest; they 
mostly cheat bim, and wbiles cut bis tbroat They plead in 
excuse hard and tyrannous laws. And true it is their law 
thrusteth its nose into every platter, and its finger into eveiy 
pie. . In France worshipfiil men wear their hats and their furs 
indoors, and go abroad lighter dad. In Germany they don 
hat and furred cloak to go abroad; bat sit bareheaded and 
light dad round the stove. 

The French intermix not the men and women folk in 
assemblies, as we Hollanders use. Bound their preachers the 
women sit on tbeir heels in rows, and the men stand behind 
them. Their barvests are rye, and flax, andwine. Throe 
mules shall you see to one horse , and whole flocks of sheep as 
black as coal. 

"In Germany the snails be red. Ilie not. The French 
buy minstrelsy, but breed jests, and make their own mirfit. 
The Germans foster their set fools, with ear-caps, which move 
them to laugbter by simuiating madness; a calamity that asks 
pity, not laugbter. In this particular I decm that lighter 
nation wiser than the graver German. What sayest thou? 
Alas ! canst not answer me now. 

''In Germany the petty laws are wondrous wise and just. 
Those against cnminals, bloody. In France bloodier still; 
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and execQted a trifle more cruelly there. Here the wheel is 
common, and the fiery stake ; and nnder this king they drown 
men by tiie score in Paris river, Seine ydept. But tlie English 
are as peremptory in hanging and drowning for a light fault; 
BO travellers report Finally, a trae-hearted Frenchman, 
wiien ye chance on one, is a man as near perfect as earth 
affords; and such a man is my Denys, spite of bis foul 
moutb." 

Denys.] "My foul moutb! Is tbat so writ, Master 
Kicbart?" 

Richart,] "Ay, insooth; see eise." 

Denys.] (Inspecting the letter gravely.) " I read not tbe 
letter so." 

ÄtcÄort.] "Howtben?" 

Denys.] "Humpb! abeml why just tbe contrary." He 
added: "'Tis kittle work perusing of tbese black scratcbes 
men are agreed to take for words. And I trow 'tis still by 
guess you Clerks do go , wortby sir. My foul moutb? Tbis is 
tbe first time e'er I heard on't. £b, mesdames ? " 

But tbe females did not seize tbe opportunity be gave 
tbem, and burst into a loud and general disclaimer. Margaret 
blusbed and said notbing; tbe oüier twobentsiiently overtbeir 
work witb sometbing very like a sly smile. Denys inspected 
ibeir countenances long and carefuUy. And tbe perusal was 
80 satisfactory, that be tumed witb a tone of injured, but 
patient, innocence, and bade Bicbart read on. 

"Tbe Italians are a polisbed and subtle people. Tbey 
judge aman, not by bis babits, but bis speecb and gestnre. 
Here Sir Cbougb may by no means pass for falcon gentle , as 
did I in G-ermany, pranked in my noble serv^anfs feathers. 
Wisest of all nations in tbeir singular temperance of food and 
drink. Most foolisb of all to searcb strangers coming into 
tbeir borders, and stay tbem from bringing mucb money in. 
Tbey sbould ratberinyiteit, and, like otber nations, lettbe 
traveUer from taking of it out Also bere in Y enice tbe dames 
tum tbeir black baur yellow by the sun and art, to be wiser 
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than Hirn who made them. Te enter no Italian town wifhooi 
a bill of health, though now is no plague inEorope. This 
peevishnesB is for extortion's sake. The inn-keepers cringe 
and fawn, and cheat, and, in conntrj places, mnrder 70a. Yet 
will they give you clean sheets by paying therefor. Delieate 
in eating, and abhor from putting their band in the plate; 
sooner t£ey will apply a crust or what not Tbey do even teil 
of a Cardinal at Borne, which armeth bis guest's left band witb 
a little biforcal dagger to hold the meat, while bisknife cutteth 
it. £ut metbinks tbis, too, is to be wiser tban Hirn, wbo made 
the band so supple and prebensile." 

Eli,] "I am of your mind, my lad.'* 

'* Tbey are sore troubled witb the itch. And ointment for 
it, unguento per la rogna, is cried at every comer of Yenice. 
From tbis my window I saw an ufchin seil it to three seyeral 
dames in silken trains, and to two velvet knigbts." 

Caiherine.] " Italy, my lass, I rede ye wash your body i' Öie 
tub 0' Sundays ; and then ye can put your band i' the plate 0' 
Tbursday witbouten offence." 

" Their bread is lovely white. Their meats tbey spoil witb 
sprinkling cheese over them; perversity! Their salt is 
black; without a lie. In commerce these Yenetians are 
masters of tiie earth and sea; and govem their territories 
wisely. Only oneflawifind; the same I once beard a leamed 
friar cast up against Plato bis republic: to wit, that bete 
women are encouraged to venal frailty, and do pay atax to 
the State, which, not content witb silk and spiee, and otber 
rieb and honest freights, good störe, mnst trade in sin. Tweuty 
thousand of these Jezabels liiere be in Yenice andCandia, and 
about, pampered and honoured for bringing strangers to tbe 
city, and many live in princely palaces of their own. But 
berein metbinks tbe poHtic signors of Yenice forget what 
King David saitb, 'Except tbe Lord keep tbe citie, tbe watcb- 
man waketh but in vain.* Also , in religion, tbey bang their 
cloth according to the wind, siding now witb the Pope, now 
witb the Turk ; but ay witb tbe god of traders, mammon bigbt. 
Shall flower so cankered bloom to the world's end? But since 
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I speak of flowers, this none may deny them, that they are 
most cmming in inaking roses and gilMowers to blow nnsea-* 
sonably. In summer they nip certain of the budding roses 
and water them not. Then in winter they dig round these 
discouraged plants, and put in cloves; and so with great art 
rear sweet-scented roses, and bring them to market in 
January. And did first leam this art of a cow. Buds she 
grazed in summer, and they sprouted at yule. Women have 
sat in the doctors* chairs at their Colleges. But she that sat 
in St. Peter's was a German. Italy too , for artful fountains 
and figures that move by water and enact life. And next for 
fountains is Augsburg, where they hamess the foul knave 
Smoke to good Sir Spit, and he tumeth stout Master Boast. 
But lest any one place should vaunt, two towns there be in 
Europe, which, scominggiddy fountains, bring water tarne 
in pipes to every burgher's door, and he filleth bis yessels with 
but tuming of a cock. One is London , so watered this many 
a year by pipes of a league from Paddington, a neighbouring 
city; and tiieotheris the fair townof Lübeck. Also the fierce 
English are reported to me wise in that they will not share 
their land and flocks with wolves; but have fairly driven 
those marauders into their mountains. But neither in France, 
nor Germany, nor Italy, is a wayfarer's life safe from the 
vagabones affcer sundown. I can hear of no glazed house in 
all Yenice ; but only oiled linen and paper ; and, behind these 
barbarian eyelets, a wooden jalosy. Their name for a 
cowardly assassin is 'a brave man,* and for an harlot, 'a 
courteous person,' which is as much as to say that a woman*s 
worst vice, and a man^s worst vice, are virtuos. But I pray 
God for little Holland that there an assassin may be yclept an 
assassin, and an harlot an harlot, tili domesday; and then 
gloze foul faults with silken names who can 1 " 

Eli.] (With a sigh.) "He should have been a priest, saving 
your presence, my poor lass." 

^^ January Iß. — Sweetheart, I must be brief and teil theo 
but apart of that I have seen, for this day my Journal ends. 
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To-night it sails for thee, and I, unhappy , not with it, bot to- 
morrow, in anotber ship, to Borne. 

"Dear Margaret, I tookahand-litter, and was carried to 
St. Mark his chorcL. Outside it, towards the market-place, is 
a noble gallery , and above it fonr famoos horses , cut in brass 
by the ancient Romans , and seem all moving, and at the Tery 
next Step must needs leap down on the beholder. About the 
church are six hundred pillara of marble, porphyry, and 
ophites. Inside is a treasure greater than either at St DenyB, 
or Loretto, or Toledo. Here a jewelled pitcher given the 
seigniory by a Persian king, also the ducal cap blazing wiüi 
jewels, and on its crown a diamond and a chrysolite , each as 
big as an almond; two golden crowns and twelve golden 
stomachers studded with jewels, fromConstantinople; item, 
a monstroos sapphire; item, a great diamond given by a 
French king; item, a prodigions carbuncle; item, tlu«e 
nnicoms' homs. Bat what are these compared with the 
sacredrelics? 

"Dear Margaret, I stood and saw the brazen ehest that 
holds the body of St Mark the Evangelist I saw with these 
eyes, and handled, his ring and his gospel written with bis 
own hand , and all my travels seemed light: for who am I that 
I shonld see such things? Dear Margaret, his sacred bodj 
was firstbrought from Alexandria by merchants in 810, and 
then not pnzed as now; for between829, when this church 
was builded, and 1094, the very place where it lay was for- 
gotten. Then holy priests fasted and prayed many days 
seeking for light, and lo the Evangelist's body brake at uild- 
night through the marble and stood before them. They feil 
to the earth : but in the moming found the crevice the sa^nred 
body had burst through, and peering through it saw bim lie. 
Then they took and laid him in his ehest beneath the altar, 
and carefülly put back the stone with its miraculous crevice, 
which crevice I saw, and shall gape for a montmient while the 
World lasts. After that they showed me the Virgin's chair , it 
is of stone ; also her picture , painted by St Luke , very dark, 
and the features now scarce visible. This picture , in tkne ot 
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drooglit, they carry in procession, and brings the rain. I wish 
I had not seen it. Item, two pieces of marblespottedwith John 
the Baptist's blood; item, a piece of the true cross and of the 
pillar to whicb Christ was tied; item, the rock Struck by 
Moses, and wet to this hour; also a stone Christ sat on,preach- 
ing at Tyre; but some say it is the one the patriarch Jacob 
laid his head on, and I hold with them, by reason ourLord 
never preached at Tyre. Going hence they showed me the 
State nursery for the children of those aphrodisian dames, 
their favourites. Here in the outer wall was a broad niche, 
and if they bring them so little as they can squeeze them 
through it alive, the baim falls into a net inside, and the state 
takes Charge of it, but if too big, their mothers must even take 
them home again , with whom abiding 'tis like to be mali corvi 
mali Ovum. Coming out of the church we met them carrying 
in a corpse, with the feet and face bare. This I then first 
leamed is Venetian custom, and sure no other town will ever 
rob them of it, nor of this that foUows. On a great porphyry 
slab in the piazza were three ghastly heads rotting and 
tainting the air, and in their hot summers like to takeven- 
geance with breeding of a plague. These were traitors to the 
State , and a heavy price — two thousand ducats — being put 
on each head, their friends had slain them and broughtall 
three to the slab, and so sold blood of others and their own 
faith. No State buys heads so many nor pays half so high a 
price for that sorry merchandise. But what I most admired 
was to see over against the duke's palace a fair gallows in 
alabaster, rearedexpresstohanghim, and no other, for the 
least treason to the state; and there it Stands in his eye 
whispering him memento mori. I pondered, and owned these 
signors my masters, who will let no man, not even their 
sovereign, be above the common weal. Hard by , on a wall, 
the workmen were just finishing, by order of the seigniory, the 
stone effigy of a tragical and enormous act enacted last year, 
yet on the wall looks innocent. Here two gentlefolks wMsper 
together, and there other twain, their swords by their side. 
Four brethren were they, which did on either side conspire to 
The aoUter and the Heanh, lU 6 
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poison the other two, and so halve their land in lieu of quarter- 
ingit; and at a motual banquet these twain drogged tiie 
wine , and those twain envenomed a marchpane , to such good 
pnrpose, that the same aftemoon lay fonr 'brave men ' aroimd 
one table grovelling in mortal agony, and cursing of one 
another and themselves, and so concluded miserablj, and 
the land, for which they had lost their immortal sonls, went 
into another family. And methinks it could not go into a 
worse. 

''Bat sovereign wisdom of bywords! how true thej put 
the finger on each nation*s, or particolar^s, fault. 

Qoand Italie sera saus poison 
Et France sans trahison 
Et TAngleterre sans gaerre, 
Lors sera le monde sans terre.** 

Bichart explained this to Catherine, then proceeded: ^'And 
after this theytook me to the quay, and presentlj I espied 
among the masts one garlanded with amaranüi flowers. 
'Take me thither,' said I, and I let mj goide know the 
custom of our Dutch skippers to holst flowers to the masthead 
when they are courting a maid. Oft had I scoffed at this 
saying, ' So then his wooing is the earth's concem.' But now, 
so far from the Botter, that bunch at a masthead made mj 
heart leap with assnrance of a countryman. They carried me, 
and oh, Margaret ! on the stem of that Dutch hoy, was writ in 
muckle letters, 

BICHART ELIASSOEN, AMSTERDAM. 

" Put me down," I said : " for our Lady's sake put me down." 
I sat on the bank and looked, scarce believing my e jes^ and 
looked, and presently feil to crying, tili 1 could see the 
words no more. Ah me, how they went to my heart, those 
bare letters in a foreign land. Dear Bichart! good kind 
brother Bichart! oftenl have sat on his knee and rid on his 
back. Kisses many he has given me, unkind word from him 
had I never. And there was his name on his own ship, and his 
face and all his grave, but good and gentle ways, came back 
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to me, and I sobbed vehemently, and cried aloud, * Why, why 
is not brother Bichart here, and not bis name only? ' I spake 
in Dutch, for my beart was too fall to bold tbeir foreign 
tongues, and — " 

EH.] " Well, Riebart, go on, lad, pritbee go on. Is this 
a place to baitat?" 

Richart,] "Fatber, witb my duty to you, it is easy to say 
go on, but tbink ye I am not flesb and blood? Tbe poor boy's 
— simple grief and brotberly love Coming so sudden — on me, 
they go tbrougb my beart and — I cannot go on : sink me if I 
can even see tbe words, 'tis writ so fine." 

Denys.] *' Courage, good Master Riebart! Take your 
time. Here are more eyne Vet tban yours. Ab, little 
comrade ! wouldGod tbou wert bere, andl at Venice for tbee." 

Richart^] " Poor little curly-beaded lad, wbat bad be done 
tbat we bave driven bim so far ? " 

"Tbatiswbatlwouldfainknow," said Catberine , drily, 
tben feil to weepmg and rocking berself, witb ber apron over 
ber bead. 

"Kind dame, goodfriends," said Margaret, trembling, 
"let me teil you bow tbe letter ends. Tbe skipper bearing 
our Gerard speak bis grief in Dutcb, accosted bim, and spake 
comfortably to bim; and after a wbile our Gerard found breatb 
to say be was wortby Master Ricbart's brotber. Tbereat was 
tbe good skipper all agog to serve bim." 

Richart] "So! so! skipper! Master ßicbart aforesaid will 
be at tby wedding and bring 's purse to boot." 

Margaret.] "Sir, be told Gerard of bis consort tbat was to 
sali tbat very nigbt for Rotterdam ; and dear Gerard bad to 
go bome and finisb bis letter and bring it to tbe sbip. And tbe 
rest, it is but bis poor dear words of love to me, tbe wbicb, 
an't please you, I tbink sbame to bear tbem read aloud, and 
ends witb tbe lines I sent to Mistress Kate, and they would 
sound so barsb now and ungrateful." 

Tbe pleading tone, as mucb as tbe words, prevailed, and 
Biebart said be would read no more aloud, but run bis eye 

5* 
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over it for hiB own brotherly satisfaction. She blushed and 
looked uneasy, but made no reply. 

"Eli,*' Said Catherine, still sobbing a little, "teil me, for 
our Lady'ssake, how our poor boy is to live at that nasty Rome. 
He ia gone there to write, but here be bis own words to 
prove writing avails nought; a had died o* hunger by the way 
but for paint-brush and psaltery. Well-a-day l " 

"Well," Said Eli, " he hasgotbrush and muaic still. Be- 
sides, so many men so many minds. Writing, thof it had no 
salo in other parts, may be merchandise at £ome.*' 

" Tather," said little Kate, " have 1 your good leave to put 
in my word 'twixt mother and you?" 

"And welcome, little heart** 

" Then, seems to me painting and music, close at band, be 
stronger than writing, but being distant, nought tocompare; 
for see what glamour written paper hath done here but now. 
Our Gerard, writing at Venice, hath verily put bis band into 
this room at Rotterdam, and turned all our hearts. Ay, deai 
dear Gerard, methinks thy spirit hath rid hither on these tby 
paper wings ; and oh ! dear father, why not do 'as we should 
do were he here in the body ? " 

"Kate," said Eli, "fear not; Bichart and I will give bim 
glamour for glamour. We will write him a letter, and send it 
to Rome by a sure band with money, and bid him home on the 
instant." 

Comelis and Sybrandt exchanged a gloomy look. 

"Ah, good father I Andmeantime?" 

"Well, meantime?" 

"Dear father, dear mother, what can we do to pleasure 
the absent, but be kind to bis poor lass ; and her own trouble 
aforeher?" 

"'Tis well!" said Eli; "butlamolderthanthou." Then 
he turned gravely to Margaret: " Wilt answer me a qaestdon, 
my pretty mistress ? " 

"Ifimay, sir," faltered Margaret. 

"What are these marriage lines Gerard speaks of in tiie 
letter?" 
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" Our marriage lines, sir. His and mine. Know you not 
we are betrothed?" 

" Before witnesses ? " 

" Ay, sure. My poor father and Martin Wittenhaagen." 

" This is the first I ever heard of it. How came they in his 
hands? They should be in yours." 

" Alas, sir, the more is my grief ; but I ne*er doubted him : 
and he said it was a comfort to himto have them in hisbosom." 

" Y*are a very foolish lass." 

" Indeed I was, sir. But trouble teaches the simple." 

"'Tis a good answer. Well, foolish or no, y*are honest. 
I had shown ye more respect at first, but I thought y*had been 
his leman, and that is the truth." 

"Godforbid, sir! Denys, methinks *tis time for us to go. 
Givememyletter, sir!" 

**Bideye! bideye! benotsohot, foraword! Natheless, 
wife, methinks her red cheek becomes her." 

" Better than it did you to give it her, my man." 

" Softly, wife, softly. I am not coimted an unjust man 
th of I be some what slow." 

Here Bichart broke in. " Why, mistress, did ye shed your 
blood for our Gerard? " 

"Notl, sir. But maybe I would." 

" Nay, nay . But he says you did. Speak sooth, now ! " 

" Alas ! 1 know not what ye mean. I rede ye believe not 
all that my poor lad says of me. Loye makes hun blind." 

"Traitress!" cried Denys. "Let not her throw dust in 
thine eyes, Master Bichart Old Martin teils me — ye need 
not make signals to me, she-comrade; I am as blind as love — 
Martin teils me she cut her arm, and let her blood flow, and 
smeared her heels when Gerard was himted by the blood- 
hounds, to tum the scent from her lad." 

"Well, and if I did, 'twas my own, and spilled for the 
goodofmyown," said Margaret, defiantly. But, Catherine 
ßuddenly clasping her, she began to cry at having found a 
bosom to cry on, of one who would have also shed her blood 
for Gerard in danger. 
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Eli ro8e from liis chair. " Wife," said he, solemnly, " yoi 
will set another chair at our table for everj meal : also anotiier 
plate and knife. They will be for Margaret a Peter. She 
will come when she likes, and stay away when ehe pleases. 
None may take her place at mj left band. Such as can wel- 
come her are welcome to me. Such as cannot, I force then 
not to bide with me. The world is wide and free. Within 
mj walls I am master, and mj 8on*8 betrothed is welcome.** 

Catherine bostled ont to prepare supper. Eli and Richait 
Bat down and concocted a letter to bring Gerard home. 
Bichart promised it should go hy sea to fiome that very weei 
Sjbrandt and ComeliB exchanged a gloomy wink, and stole 
out. Margaret, seeing Giles deep in meditation, for th« 
dwarfs intelligence had taken giant strides, asked him tc 
bring her the letter. ''Youhaveheardbuthalf, goodMastei 
Giles," said she. " Shall I read you the rest? ** 

<* I shall be much beholden to you," shouted the sonorous 
atom. 

She gave him her stool : curiosity bowed bis pride to sit <m 
it: and Margaret murmured the first part of the letter into bis 
ear very low, not to disturb Eli and Richart And, to do this, 
she leaned forward and put her lovely face cheek by jowl witii 
Giles's hideous ene : a stränge contrast, and worth a paintefs 
while to try and represent And in this attitude Catherine 
found her, and all the mother warmod towards her, and she 
exchanged an eloquent glance with little Kate. 

The latter smiled, andsewed, with drooping lashes. 

** Get him home on the instant," roared Giles. ^'1*11 make 
amanofhim." 

"Hear the boyl" said Catherine, half comically, half 
proudly. 

«^Wehear him," said Bichart: "a mostly makes himself 
heard when a do speak." 

Sybrandt.] "Which will get to him first?" 
Comelts.] (Gloomüy.) "Who can teil?" 
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CHAPTER V. 

Aboüt two months before this scene in Eli's home , the 
natives of a little maritime place between Naples and Borne 
might be seen flocking to the sea beach, with eyes cast sea- 
ward at a ship, that laboured against a stiff gale blowing dead 
on the shore. 

At times she seemed likely to weather the danger, and 
then the spectators congratulated her aloud: at otiiers the 
wind and sea drove her visibly nearer, and the lookers-on 
were not without a secret satisfaction they woufd not have 
owned even to themselves. 

Non qaia vexaii qaemqaam est jactmda Tolaptas 
Sed qoibas ipse maus careas quia cernere snave est. 

And the poorship, thoughnot soientiücally built for sailing, 
was admirably constructed for going ashore, with her extra- 
vagant poop äiat canght the wind , and her lines like a cocked 
hat reversed. To those on the beach that battered labouring 
frame of wood seemed alive, and struggling against death 
with a panting heart. But could they have been transferred 
to her deck they would have seen she had not one beating 
heart but many, and not one nature but a score were Coming 
out ciear in that fearful hour. 

The mariners stumbled wildly about the deck, handling 
the ropes as each thought fit, and cursing and praying alter- 
nately. 

The passengers were huddled together round the mast, 
some sitting, some kneeljng, some lying prostrate, and grasp- 
ing the biüwarks as the vessel rolled and pitched in the 
mighty waves. One comely young man , whose ashy cheek, 
butcompressedlips, showed how hard terror was battling in 
him with self-respect, stood a little apart, holding tight by a 
shroud, and wincing at each sea. It was the ill-fated Grerard. 
Meantime prayers and vows rose from the trembling throng 
amidships, and, to hear them, it seemed there were almost as 
many gods about as men andwomen. The sailors, mdeed, 
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relied on a single goddess. Thej varied her tiües onlj, 
caliing on her as ^^Qaeen of Heaven,** ''Star of the Sea," 
"Mistress of the World," "Haven of Safeiy." Bat amcmg 
the landsmen Polytheism raged. £yen those who by some 
Strange Chance hit on the same divinity did not hit on the 
same edition of that divinity. An English merchant vowed i 
heap of gold to our lady of Walsingham. Bat a Gknoese 
merchant vowed a silver collar of four pounds to our ladj of 
Loretto ; and a Tuscan noble promised ten pounds of wax 
lights to our lady of Bavenna; and with a similar rage fw 
diversitytheypledgedthemselves, not on the true Gross, but 
on the true Gross in this, that, ortheother, modern city. 

Suddenly a more powerful gust than usual catching the 
sau at a disadvantage, the rotten shrouds gave way, and the 
sail was tom out with a loud crack and went down the wind 
smaller and smaller, blacker and blacker, and fluttered into 
the sea, half a mile off, like a sheet of paper; and, ere the 
helmsman could put the ship*s head before the wind, a waye 
caught her on the quarter and drenched the poor wretches to 
the bone, and gaye them a foretaste of chill death. Then 
one vowed aloud to tum Garthusian monk, if St. Thomas 
would save him. Another would go a pilgrim to Gompostella, 
bareheaded, barefooted, with nothing but a coat of mail od 
bis naked skin, if St. James would save him. Others in- 
voked Thomas, Dominic, Denys, and, aboveall, Gatherine 
of Sienna. 

Two petty Neapolitan traders stood shivering. 

One shouted at the top of bis yoice, "I vow to St 
Ghristopher at Paris a waxen image of bis own weight, if I 
win safe to land." 

On this the other nudged him, and said, "Brother, brother, 
take heed what you yow. Why, if y ou seil all you have in the 
World by public auction, 'twill not buy bis weight in wax." 

" Hold your tongue, you fool," said the vociferator. Then 
inawhisper, 

" Tbink ye I am in eamest? Let me but win aafe to land, ni not giw 
bimarush dip." 
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Others lay flat and prayed to the sea. '* most mercifal 
sea! seamost generousl bountiful sea! beautifiü 
sea! begenüe, bekind, preserveusin thishourofperil." 

And others wailed and moaned in mere animal terror each 
time the ill-fated ship rolled or pitched more terribly than 
iisual: and she was now a mere plaything in the arms of the 
tremendous waves. 

A Roman woman of the humbler dass sat with her child 
at her half-bared breast, silent amid that wailing throng : her 
cheek ashy pale; her eye cabn; and her Ups moved at times 
in silent prayer, but she neither wept, nor lamcnted, nor 
bargained with tiie gods. Whenever the ship seemed really 
gone under their feet, and bearded men squeaked, she kissed 
her child; but that was all. And so she sat patient, and 
snckled him in death's jaws; for why shoold he lose any joy 
she could give him; moribnndo? Ay, there 1 do believe, sat 
Antiquity among those medisBvals. Sizteen hundred years 
had not tainted the old Roman blood in her veins; and the 
instinct of a race she had perhaps scarce heard of taught her 
to die with decent dignity. 

A gigantic friar stood on the poop with feet apart, like the 
Colossus of Rhodes, not so much defying, as ignoring, the 
perll that surrounded him. He recited verses from the 
cantides with a loud , unwayering voice ; and invited the pas- 
sengers to confess to him. Some did so on their knees, and 
he heard them, and laid his hands on them, and absohed 
them as if he had been in a snug sacristy, instead of a perish- 
ing ship. Gerard got nearer and nearer to him, by the in- 
stinct that takes the wavering to the side of the impregnable. 
And, in truth, the courage of heroes facing fleshly odds might 
haye paled bythe side of that gigantic frlar, and his still 
more gigantic composure. Thus, evenhere, twowerefound 
who maintained the dignity of our race: a woman, tender, 
yet heroic, and a monk steeled by religion against mortal 
fears. 

And now, the sail being gone, the sailors cut down the 
useless mast a foot above the board, and it feil with its 
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remaining hamper over ihe ship's aide. This seemed to reliere 
her a little. 

But now the hall, no longer impelled bj canvas, could not 
keep ahead of the sea. It stmck her again and again on tiie 
poop, and the tremendoos blows seemed given hy a rocky 
mountain, not by a liquid. 

The captain left Üie heim and came amidships pale as 
death. ''Lightenher," he cried. ^'Flingall overboard, (^ 
we Bhall fonnder ere we strike, and lose Ihe one little chanee 
we have of life." While the sailors were executing this ozder, 
the captain, pale himself , and surrounded by pale faces that 
demanded to know theirfate, was talking as unlike anEnglish 
skipper in like peril as can well be imagined. '^Friends," 
Said he, '4a8t night, when all was fair, too fair, alas! tfaere 
came a globe of fire dose to the ship. When a pair of tiiem 
come it is good luck, and nought can drown her that vojage. 
We mariners call these fiery globes Gastor and Polluz. But 
if Castor come without Pollux, or PoUux without Castor, 
sheisdoomed. Therefore, like good Christians, prepareto 
die." 

These words were received with a loud wail. 

To a trembling inquiry how long thej had to prepare, 
fhe captain replied, '*She may, or maj not, last h^ an 
hour; over that, impossible; she leaks like a sieye; bustle, 
men, lightenher." 

The poor passengers seized on eyerything that was on 
deck and flung it overboard. Presently they laid hold of a 
heavy sack; an old man was lying on it, sea-sick. They 
lugged it from under him. It rattled. Two of them drew it 
to Üie side; up started the owner, and, with an unearthly 
shriek, pounced on it "Holy Moses! what would you do? 
'Tis my all; *tisthe wholefruitsofmy joumey; silver candle- 
eticks, silver plates, brooches, hanaps — " 

"Letgo, thouhoary villain," criedtheothers, ''shallall 
our lives be lost for thy ill-gotten gear ? " " Fling him in with 
it," cried one ; " *tis tlus Ebrew we Christian men are drowned 
for." Numbers soon wrenched it from him and heaved it oyer 
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the side. It aplaalied into the waves. Then its owner uttered 
onecryof anguish, aad stood glaring , his white hair Stream- 
ing in the wind, and was going to leap after it, and would, 
had it floated. But it sank, and was gone for ever; and he 
staggered to and fro, tearing his hair, and cursed them and 
the ship, and the sea, and all the powers of heaven and hell 
alike. 

And now the captain cried ont : '^ See , there is a church in 
sight Steer for that church, mate, and 70U, friends, pray to 
the Saint, whoe*er he be." 

So they steered for the church and prayed to the unknown 
god it was named after. A tremendous sea pooped them, 
broke the rudder, and jammed it immoveable, and flooded 
the deck. 

Then wild with superstitious terror some of them came 
roimd Gerard. " Here is the cause of all ," they cried. " He 
has never invoked a Single saint. fie is a heathen; here is a 
pagan aboard." 

"Alas, good friends, saynotso," said Gerard, his teeth 
chattering with cold and fear. *^ Rather call these heathens, 
that lie a praying to the sea. Friends, I do honour the saints, 

— but 1 dare not pray to them now, — there is no time — 
(ohi) what avail meDominic, and Thomas, and Catherine? 
Nearer God*s throne than these St. Peter sitteth; and, if I 
pray to him, it*s odd, but I shall be drowned ere he has time 
to plead my cause with God. Oh! oh! oh! I must need go 
straight to him that made the sea, and the saints, and me. 
Our Father, which art in heaven, save these poor souls and me 
that cry for the bare life I Oh sweet Jesus, pitiful Jesus, that 
didst walk Genezaret when Peter sank, and wept for Lazarus 
dead when the apostles* eyes were dry, oh save poor Gerard 

— for dear Margaret' s sake !" 

At this moment the sailors were seen preparing to desert 
the sinking ship in the little boat, which even at that epoch 
every ship carried; then there was a rush of egotists; and 
thirty souls crowded into it. Remalned behind three who 
were bewildered, and two who were paralysed, with terror. 
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The paralyzed sat like heaps of wet rage, the bewildered ODes 
ran to and fro, and saw the thirty egotists pat off, but made 
no attempt to join them: only kept running to and fro, and 
wringing their hands. Besides Üiese there was one on bis 
knees prajing over the wooden statue of the Yirgin Mary, as 
large as läfe, which the sailors had reyerently detached £rom 
the mast. It washed about the deck, as the water came 
slushing in from the sea, and pouring oat at the scuppers ; and 
this poor soul kept foUowing it on bis knees, with bis hands 
clasped at it, and the water plajing with it. And there was 
theJew, palsied, bat not by fear. He was no longer capable 
of so petty a passion. He sat cross-legged, bemoaning bis 
bag, and, whenever the spray lashed Imn, shook bis fist at 
where it came from, and corsed the Nazarenes, and their 
gods , and their devils, and their ships, and their waters, to 
all etemity. 

And the gigantic Dominican, having sbriven the wbole 
ship, stood calmly commmiing with bis own spirit. And the 
Boman woman sat pale and patient, only drawing her child 
closer to her bosom as death came nearer. 

Gerard saw this and it awakened bis manhood. ''See! 
see!" he said, they have ta'en the boat and left the poor 
woman and her child to perisb." 

His beart soon set bis wit working. 

"Wife, m safe thee yet, pleaseGod." And he ran to find 
a cask or a plank to float her. There was none. 

Then his eye feil on the wooden image of the Virgin. He 
caught it up in bis arms, and, beedless of a wail that issued 
from its worshipper, like a child robbed of its toy, ran aft with 
it. "Come, wife," he cried. "I'U lash thee and the child to 
this. 'Tissore wormeaten; but 'twill serve." 

She tumed her great dark eye on bim and said a single 
word; 

"Tbyself?!" 
But with wonderful magnanimity and tendemess. 

" I am a man, and haye no child to take care of." 

''Ab!" said she, and his words seemed to animate her 
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face with a desire to live. He lashed the Image to her side. 
Then with the hope of life she lost something of her heroic 
cahn ; not mach : her body trembled a little, but not her eye. 

The ßhip was now so low in the water that by asing an oar 
as a lever he could slide her into the wayes. 

"Come," Said he, "whileyetthereis time." 

She tnmed her great £oman eyes, wet now, upon him. 
"Poor youthl — God forgive mel — My child!" And he 
lamiched her on the surge, and with his oar kept her for being 
battered against the ship. 

A heavy hand feil on him ; a deep sonorous voice sounded 
inhisear: "'Tis well. Now come with me." 

It was the gigantic friar. 

Gerard tomed, and the friar took two strides, and laid 
hold of the broken mast. Gerard did the same, obeying him 
instinctively. Between them, after a prodigious effort, they 
hoisted up the remainder of the mast, and carried it off. 
"Flingitin," said the friar, "and follow it" They flung it 
in; but one of the bewildered passengers had run after them, 
and jmnped first and got on one end. Gerard seized the other, 
the friar the middle. 

It was a terrible Situation. The mast rose and plimged 
with each wave like a kicking horse, and the spray flogged 
their faces mercilessly, and blinded them; to help knock 
them off. 

PresenÜy was heard a long grating noise ahead. The 
ship had Struck: and soon after, she being stationary now, 
they were hurled against her with tremendous force. Their 
companion's head Struck against the upper part of the broken 
rudder with a horrible crack, and was smashed like acocoa-nut 
by a sledge-hammer. He sunk directly, leaving no trace but 
a red stain on the water, and a white clot on the jagged 
rudder, and a death cry ringing in their ears, as they drifted 
clear under the lee of the black hüll. The friar uttered a 
Short Latin prayer for the safety of his soul, and took hl« 
place composedly. They roUed along vnax d'aparoto; one 
moment they saw nothing, and seemed down inamere batiu 
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of watery hills: the sext Ütej caught glimpses of the Aon 
speckled bright with people, who kept throwing ap their am» 
with wild Italian gestures to encourage them, and the black 
boat driving bottom upwards, and between it and thezn tbe 
woman rising and falling like themselves. She had c<Hiie 
acroBB a paddle, and was holdlng her child tight with her left 
arm, and paddling gallantly wi& her right. 

When they had tombled along thuB a long tune, suddenlj 
the friar Bald quietly : *' I tonched the ground." 

^^ImpoBsible, father," said Gerard, *'we are more than 
a hundrcd yards £rom Bhore. Prithee, prithee, leavenotom 
faithful mast." 

'^My son," said the Mar, ^'you speak pradenüj. Bot 
know that I have bosiness of holy Church on hand, and may 
not waste time floating whenl can walk in her service. There, 
Ifelt it with my toes again; see the benefit of wearing san- 
dals, and not shoon. Again: and sandy. Thy Btature is less 
than mine: keep to the mastl I walk." He left the mast 
accordingly, and extending his powerfdl arms, roshed 
through the water. Gerard soon followed him. At each 
overpowering wave the monk Btood like a tower, and, closing 
his mouth, threw his head back to encounter it, and was en- 
tirely lost imder it awhile : then emerged and ploughed lustily 
on. At last they came close to the shore ; but the suction 
outward baffled all thebr attempts to land. Then the natiyes 
sent stout fishermen into the sea, holding by long spears in a 
triple chain : and so dragged them ashore. 

The friar shook himself, bestowed a short patemal bene- 
diction on the natives, and went on to Rome, with eyes bent 
on earth, according to his rule, and without pausing. He 
did not even cast a glance back upon that sea, which had so 
nearly engulfed him, bat had no power to härm him, withoat 
his master's leave. 

While he stalks on alone to Rome without lookingback, 
I, who am not in the service of holy Church, stop a moment 
to say that the reader and I were within siz inches of Ihis 
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giant once before: but we escaped him that time. Now, I 
fear, we are in for him. Gerard grasped every band apon the 
beacb. They broogbt bim to an enormous fire, and with a 
delicacy be would bardly bave encountered in tbe nortb, left 
him to dry bimself alone: on tbis be took out of bis bosom a 
parcbment, and a paper, and dried tbem carefüliy. Wben 
tbis was done to bis mind, and not tili then, be consented to 
put on a fisberman's dress and leave bis own by the fire, 
and went down to tbe beacb. Wbat be saw may be briefly 
related. 

Tbe captain stuck by tbe sbip , not so mucb from gal- 
lantry, as &om a conviction tbat it was idle to resist Castor 
or Pollux, wbicbever it was tbat bad come for bim in a ball 
offire. 

Nevertbeless tbe sea broke up tbe sbip andswept tbe poop, 
captain and all, clear of tbe rest, and took bim safe asbore. 
Gerard bad a principal band in pulling bim out of tbe water. 
Tbe disconsolate Hebrew landed on anotber fragment, and 
on toucbing eartb, offered a reward for bis bag, wbicb ezcited 
little sympatby, but some amusement. Two more were saved 
on pieces of the wreck. Tbe thirty egotists came ashore, but 
one ata time, anddead; one breathed still. Him tbe natives, 
with excellent intentions, took to a bot fire. So then be too 
retired from tbis shifÜng scene. 

As Gerard stood by the sea, watching, with borror and 
curiosity mized, bis late companions washed asbore, a band 
was laid ligbtly on bis Shoulder. He tumed. It was the 
Bqman matron, buming with womanly gratitude. Sbe took 
bis band gently, and raising it siöwly to berlips, kissed it; 
but so nobly, sbe seemed to be conferring an bonour on one 
deserving band. Then, with face all beaming and moist 
eyes, sbe held her cbild up and made bim kiss his preserver. 

Gerard kissed the cbild: more than once. He was fond 
of children. But be said nothing. He was mucb moved ; for 
sbe did not speak at all, except with her eyes, and glowing 
cheeks, and noble antique geeture, so large and stately. 
Perbaps sbe was right. Gratitude is not a tbing of words. It 
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was an ancient Roman matron tlianking a modern from her 
heartofhearts. 

Next day, towards aftemoon, Gerard — twice as old u 
last year, thrice as leamed in human wajs, a hoy no dkh^ 
bat a man who had shed blood in self-defence, and ^razec 
the grave hj land and sea — reached the etemal city ; post toi 
naufragia iutiu. 



CHAPTEB VI. 

Gbbabd took a modest lodging on the west bank of the 
Tiber, and every day went forth in search of work, taking s 
specimen round to every shop he could hear ofthat executed 
such commissions. 

They received him coldly. "We make our letter some- 
what thinner than this," said one. "How dark your ink is,' 
Said another. But the main cry was, '^What avails this? 
Scant is the Latin writ here now. Can ye not write Greek?" 

'^ Ay, but not nigh so well as Latin." 

"Then you shall never make your bread at ßome." 

Gerard borrowed a beautiful Greek manuscript at a higb 
price, and went home with a sad hole in bis purse, bat nose 
in bis courage. 

In a fortnight he had made vast progress with the Greek 
character; so then, to lose no time, heused to work at it tili 
noon, and bunt customers the rest of the day . 

Wheu he carried round a better Greek specimen than anj 
they possessed, the traders informed him that Greek and 
Latin were alike unsaleable; the city was thronged with 
works from all Europe. He should have come last year. 

Gerard bought a psaltery. 

His landlady, pleased with bis looks and manners, used 
often to speak a kind word in passing. One day she made him 
dine with her, and somewhat to his surprise asked him what 
had dashed his spirits. He told her. She gave him her read* 
ingof the matter. ''Thosesly traders," she would be bound^ 
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**had writers in their pay for whose work they received a 
noble price and paid a sorry one. So no wonder they blow 
coldonyou. MeÖiinks you write too well. How know I that? 
say you. Marry — marry, because you lock not your door, 
like the churl Pietro, and women will be curious. Ay ay, 
you write too well for tÄcm." 
G-erard asked an explanation. 

" Why," said she, "your good work might put out the 
ey es of that they are aelling." 

Gerard sighed. "Alas! dame, you read folk on the ill 
aide, and you so kind and frank yourself." 

"My dear little heart, these Romans are a subtle race. 
Me? I am a Siennese, thanks to the Virgin.'' 

" My mistake was leaving Augsburg," said Gerard. 
"Augsburg?" said she, haughtily; "is that a place to 
eventoBome? Ineverheardofit, formypart." 

She then assured him that he should make his fortone in 
spite of the booksellers. "Seeing thee a stranger, they b'e 
to thee without sense or discretion. Why all the world knows 
that our great folk are bitten with the writing spider this 
many years, and pour out their money like water, and tum 
good land and houses into writ sheepskins to keep in a ehest 
or a cupboard. God help them, and send them safe through 
this fury, as he hath through a heap of others; and in sooth 
hath been somewhat less cutting and stabbing among rival 
factions, and vindictive eating of their opposites' livers, 
minced and Med, since Scribbling came in. Why /can teil 
you two. There is his eminence Cardinal Bassarion, and his 
holiness the Pope himself. There be a pair could keep a 
score such as thee a- writing night and day. But 111 speak to 
Teresa; shehearsthegossipofthecourt." 

The next day she told him she had seen Teresa, and had 
heard of ßye more signors who were bitten with the writing 
spider. Gerard took down their names, and bought parch- 
ment, and busied himself for some days in preparing spe- 
cimens. He left one , with his name and address , at each of 
these signors' doors, and hopefully awaited the result. 
The Qokler and the Hearth. U, 6 
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There was none. 

Day after day passed and leffc him heartsick. 

And Strange to say this was just the time when Margax^ 
was fighting so hard against odds to feed her male dependesfi 
at Rotterdam, and arrested for curing withont a licence ii^ 
stead of killing with one. 

G^erard saw roin staring him in the face. 

He spent the aftemoons picking up canzonets and master- 
ing them. He laid in playing cards to coloor, and strack d 
a meal per day. 

This last stroke of genius got him into fresh troable. 

In these ^^camerelocande" the landlady dressed all^ 
meals, though the lodgers bought the provisions. So GreraKfi 
hostess speedily detected him, and asked him if he was not 
ashamed of himself : hy which brusqne opening, having mak 
him blnsh and look scared, she pacified herseif all in a mo- 
ment, and appealed to his good sense whether Adversity w» 
a thing to be overcome on an empty stomach. 

^'Patienza, my lad! times will mend, meantime I wül 
feed you for the love of heaven" (Italian for "gratis"). 

"Nay, hostess," saidG^rard, " mypnrseis not yet quitt 
Yoid, and it would add to my troable an if tnie folk shoulii 
lose their due by me." 

" Why you are as mad as your neighbour Pietro , witii ha 
one bad picture." 

" Why, how know you *tis a bad picture? ** 

"Because nobody will buy it. There is one that hath do 
gift. He will have to don casque and glaive, and carry liis 
panel for a shield.'* 

Gerard pricked up his ears at this: so she told him mwe. 
Pietro had come from Florence with money in his purse , and 
anunfinished picture; had taken her one unfumished room, 
opposite Gerard*s, and fumished it neatly. When his pictnre 
wasfinished, he receivedvisitors and had offers for it: these, 
though in her opinion liberal ones, he had refused so disdain- 
fiilly as to make enemies of his customers. Since then he 
had often taken it out with him to try and seil, but had always 
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brought it back; and, the last month, she had seen one move- 
able after another go out of bis room, and now be wore but 
one suit, and lay at nigbt on agreat cbest. Sbe had found 
this out onlyby peeping througb the keyhole, for he locked 
the door most vigilantiy whenever he went out. "Is he 
afraid we shall steal bis cbest, or bis picture that no soul in 
all Borne is weak enougb to buy?" 

"Nay , ßweet bostess , see you not 'üb bis poverty be would 
screen firom view?" 

^^ And the more fool he! Are all our hearts as ill as bis? 
A might give us a trial first any way." 

"How you speak of bim! Wby bis case is mine; and 
your countryman to boot." 

"Oh, we Siennese love strangers, His case yours? nay 
*tis just the contrary. You are the comeliest youth ever 
lodged in this bouse ; bair like gold ; be is a dark sour-yisaged 
loon. Besides you know bow to take a woman on her better 
aide; but not be. Natbeless I wish be would not starve to 
deatii in my bouse, to get me a bad name. Any way, one 
starveling is enougb in any bouse. You are far from bome, 
and it is for me , which am the mistress bere , to number your 
meals — for me and the Dutch wife, your mother, that is far 
away: we two women shall settle that matter. Mind thou 
thine own business, being aman, and leave cooking and the 
like to US , that are in the world for little eise that I see but to 
roast fowls, and suckle men at starting, and sweep their 
grown-up cobwebs." 

'^Dear kind dame, in sooth you do often put me in mind 
of my mother that is far away." 

"All the better; I'll put you more in mind of her before I 
have done with you." And the honest soul beamed witb 
pleasure. 

Grerard not being an egotist, nor blinded by female partial- 
ities, saw bis own grief in poor proud Pietro; and the more 
he thought of it, the more he resolved to share bis humble 
means with that unlucky artist; Pietro*s sympathy would 
repay bim. Jie tried to waylay bim : but without success. 

6* 
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One day he heard a groaning in the room. He knoeke^ 
at the door , bat received no answer. He knocked tiguin. A 
enrly voice bade hhn enter. 

He obeyed somewhat timidly, and entered a gairet 
fomished with a chair , a picture , face to wall, an iron basa, 
an easel, and a long ehest, on which was coiled a haggard 
young man with a wonderMly bright eye. Anythin^^ mon 
like a coiled cobra ripe for strUdng the first comer was nerer 
Seen. 

^'Good Signor Pietro," said Gherard, '^forgiye me that, 
weary of my own solitude , I intnide on yours ; bat I am jour 
nighest neighbour in this hoose, and methinks yoor brotfa^ in 
fortane. I am an artist too." 

" Yon are a painter ? Welcome , signor. Sit down on nj 

<' And Pietro jomped off and waived him into the yacai^ 
throne with a magnificent demonstration of conrtesy. 

Gerard bowed, and smiled; bat hesitated a Utile. ^'I 
may not call myself a painter. I am a writer, a caUgrapL 
I copy Greek and Latin manoscripts , when I can get them to 
copy." 

"And you call that an artist? " 

"Withoat <^ence to yoorsaperior merit, Signor Pietro." 

"No offence, stranger, none. Only, me seemetii an artist 
18 one who thinks, and paints his thooght. Now a caligraph 
but draws in black and white the thoughts of another.*' 

"'Tiswelldistinguished, signor. Batthen, a writer oan 
write the thoughts of the great ancients , and matters of pure 
reason, such as no man may paint: ay, and the thoughts of 
God , which angels could not paint. But let that pass. I am 
a painter as well ; but a sorry one.'' 

" The better thy luck. They will buy thy work in Borne." 

"But seeking to commend myself to one of thy eminence, 
I thought it well rather to call myself a capable writer than a 
scurvy painter." 

At this moment a step was heard on the stair. "Ah I 'tis 
the good dame," cried Gerard. "What ho! hostess, I am 
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here in conversatioii with SignorPietro. I dare say he will 
let me have mj hwoMe dinner here." 

The Italian bowed gravely. 

The landlady brought in Gerard's dinner smoking and 
savoury. She put the dish down On the bed with a face 
1 divested of all ezpression, and went. 

Gerard feil to. But ere he had eaten many mouthfuls, 
bestopped, andsaid: "I am an ill-mannered chnrl, Signor 
Pietro. I ne'er eat to my mind, when I eat alone. For our 
Lady'B sake put a spoon into this ragout with me ; 'tis not un- 
savoory, I promise you." 

Pietro fized bis glittering eye on him. 

'' What , good youth , thou a stranger , and oflfereBt me thy 
dinner?" 

« Why, see, there is more than one can eat" 

'< Well, I aeeept," Baid Pietro: and took tiie dish with 
some appearance of calmneas, and flung the Contents out of 
window. 

Then he tumed , trembling with mortification and ire , and 
Said: '^Let that teach thee to offer alms to an artist thou 
knowest not, master writer." 

Gerard's face flushed with anger, and it cost him a bitter 
stmggle not to box this high-souled creature's ears. And 
then to go and destroy good food ! Eis mother's milk curdled 
in bis veins with horrorat such impiety. Finally, pity at 
Pietro*s petulance and egotism, and a touch of respect for 
poverty-struck pride, prevailed. 

However he said coldly, *<Likely what thou hast done 
might pass in a novel of thy countryman, Signor Boccaccio ; 
but *twas not honest." 

^^ Make that good ! " said the painter sullenly. 

^^I offered thee half my dinner; no more. But thou hast 
ta'en it all. Hadst a right to throw away thy share , but not 
mine. Pride is well, but justice is better." 

Pietro stared, then reflected. 

"'Tis well. I took thee for a fool, so transparent was 
thine artifice. Porgive mel And prithee leave me! Thou 
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Beest how 'tis with me. The world hath soured me. I hate 
mankind. I was not always so. Onoe^moreezcuse th&tmj 
discourtesy, and fare theo well t '* 

G^rard sighed, and made for the door. 

But suddenly a thought Struck him. <*Signor Pietro," 
Said he, *'we Dutchmen are hard bargainers. We are tbe 
lads ' een eij scheeren ,* that is * to shave an eggJ TherefoKj 
I, for my lost dinner , do claim to feast mine eyes on your plc- 
ture, whose face is toward the wall.** 

"Nay, nay,** saidthepainterhastily, <' ask me not that; 
I have already misconducted myself enough towards thee, 
I would not shed thy blood." 

"Saintsforbid! My blood?" 

"Stranger," saidPietro sullenly, "irritated byrepeated 
Insults to my picture , which is my child , my heart , I did in a 
moment of rage make a solemn yow to drive my dagger into 
the next one that should flout it , and the labour and love that 
I have giyen to it." 

' ^ What, are all to be slain that will not praise this picture V " 
and he looked at its back with curiosity. 

"Nay, nay: if you would but look at it, and hold yonr 
parrot tongues. But you will be talking. So I have tumed 
it to the wall for ever. Wculd I were dead, and buried in it 
formycoffini" 

Gerard reflected. 

"I accept the conditions. Show me the picture! I can 
but hold my peace." 

Pietro went and tumed its face , and put it in the best light 
the room afforded, and coiled himself again on bis ehest, with 
bis eye, and stiletto, glittering. 

The picture represented the Virgin and Christ, flying 
through the air in a sort of doud of shadowy cherubic faces; 
undemeath was a landscape, forty or fifty nules in eztent, and 
a purple sky above. 

Gerard stood and looked at it in silence. Then he stepped 
close, and looked. Then he retired as far off as he could, and 
looked ; but said not a word. 
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When he had been at this game half an honr j Pietro cried 
out qaenüouBly and somewhat inconsistently : "Well, have 
you not a word to say abont it? " 

Gerard started. " 1 cry your mercy ; I forgot there were 
three of ns here. Ay , I have much to say." Ajoid he drew his 
Bword. 

" Alas t alas ! *' cried Pietro, jnmping in terror from his lair. 
" What wouldst thou? " 

" Marry , defend myself against thy bodkin, signor ; and at 
due odds, being , as af oresaid , a Dutchman. Therefore , hold 
aloof, whileldeliverjudgment, or I will pin thee to the wall 
like a cockchafer." 

" Oh l is that all /' said Pietro greatly relieved. "I feared 
yon were going to stab my poor picture with your sword, 
stabbed already by so many foul tongues.*' 

Gerard "pursued criticism under difficulties." Puthim- 
self in a Position of defence, with his sword's point covering 
Pietro, and One eye glancing aside at the picture. "First, 
signor, I wonld have you know that, in the mizing of certain 
colours, and in the preparationof your oil, youltalians are 
far behind us Flemings. But let that flea stick. For as 
small as I am, I ean show you certain secrets of the Van 
Eycks , that you will put to marvellous profit in your nezt 
picture. Meantime I see in this one the great qualities of 
your nation. Verily, ye are solis filü. If we have colour, you 
have Imagination. Mother of heaven! an he hath not flung 
his immortal soul upon the panel. One thing I go by is this ; 
it makes other pictnres I once admired seem drossy, earth- 
bom things. The drapery here is somewhat short and stiff. 
Why not let it float freely , the figures being in air and mo- 
tion?" 

* * I will ! I will ! " cried Pietro eagerly. " I will do anything 
for those who will but see what I hcme done." 

" Humph t This landscape it enlightens me. Hencef orth 
I scom those little huddled landscapes that did erst content 
me. Here is Nature's very face: a spacious piain, each 
distance marked, and every tree, house, figure, field and river 
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smaller and lese plain, by exquisite gradation, tili yision itseif 
melts into distance. beautifull And the cnnnin^ rogoe 
hath hung bis celestial figure in air out of the way of bis littb 
World below. Here, floating saints beneath beayen's pmpi 
canopy. There, far down, earth and her busybives. Aii 
they let you take this painted poetry, this blooming hymn, 
through the streets of Borne and bring ithome nnsold. Bot 
I teil thee in Ghent or Bruges, or even inBotterdam, ikej 
would tear it out of thy hands. Bnt 'tis a ccHnmon saying 
that a Btranger's eye sees clearest Courage, Pietro Yanueci! 
I reverence thee, and, though myself a seurvy painter , de for- 
give thee for being a great one. Forgivethee? IthsoikGod 
for thee and such rare men as thouart: and bow the knee to 
thee in just homage. Thy picture is immortal, and thon, liut 
hast but a ehest to sit on, art a king in thy most royal art 
Viva il maSstro ! Viva 1 " 

At this unexpected burst the painter , with all the abandon 
of bis nation , flung himself on Gerard's neck. ^< They said it 
was a maniac*B dream," he sobbed. 

''Maniacs themselves ! no, idiots I " shouted Gerard. 

'^GenerouB stranger I I will hate men no more aince the 
World hath such as thee. I was a viper to fling ihj poor 
dinner away^ a wretch, a monster." 

"Well, monster, wilt be gentle now, and sup with me?" 

" Ah I that I will. Whithergoestthou?" 

" To Order supper on tiie instant. We will have the pic- 
ture for third man.** 

"I will invite it whiles thou art gone. My poor picture, 
child of my heart." 

" Ah ! master ; *twill look on many a supper after the wonns 
have eaten you and me." 

"I hope so," said Pietro. 
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CHAPTER VII. 



About a week after this the two friends sat working to« 
^ether, bat not in the same spirit. Pietro dashed fitfully at 
liis , and did wonders in a few mlnutes , and then did nothing, 
except abuse it; then presently resumed it in a fuiy, to lay it 
down with a groan. Through all which kept calmly working, 
calmly smiling, the canny Dutchman. 

To be piain, Gerard, who never had a friendhe did not 
master, had put his Onagra in hamess. The Mends were 
painting playing Cards to boil the pot. 

When done , the indignant master took up his pictnre to 
xnake his daily tour in search of a customer. 

Gerard begged him to take the cards as well , and try and 
seil them. He looked all the rattle-snake, bat eventually 
embraced Gerard in the Italian fashion , and took them, after 
first drying the last-finished ones in the sun, which was now 
powerftil in that happy clime. 

G^rard, left alone, execnted aGreek letter ortwo, and 
then mended a little rent in his hose. His landlady found him 
thus employed, and inqaired ironically whether there were 
no women in the house. 

«When yoa have done that ," said she , " come and talk to 

Teresa, my friend I spoke to thee of , that hath a husband not 

good for mach, which brags his acquaintance with the great." 

G«rard went down, and who should Teresa be but the 

Boman m^tron. 

<* Ah, madama," said he, " is it yoa? The good dame told 
me not that. And the little fair-haired boy , is he well? is he 
none the worse for his voyage in that stränge boat?" 
"He is well," said the matron. 

"Why, what are youtwo talking about?" said the land- 
lady , staring at them both in tum ; " and why tremble you so, 
Teresa mia?" 

"Hesavedmychild'slife," said Teresa, making an effort 
to compose herseif 
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" WHat ; my lodger? and he never told me a word of that 
Art not ashamed to look me in the face? " 

^^Alas! speaknotharshljtohim/* said the matron. She 
then tumed to her friend and poured out a glowing descr^ 
tion of Gerard's conduct, dnring which G^rard stood blnahing 
like a girl, and scarce recognizing hie own perfonnance, grati- 
tude painted it so fair. 

"And to think thou shouldst ask me to serve thy lodger, of 
whom I knew nought bat that he had thy good word, O Fiam- 
mina : and that was enough for me. Dear youth , in serving 
thee I serve myself." 

Thenensuedaneagerdescription, bythetwowomen, of 
what had been done , and what should be done , to penetrate 
the thick wall of fees, commissions, and chicanery, which 
stood between the patrons of art and an unknown artist in the 
Etemal city. 

Teresa smiled sadly at Gerard's simplicity in leaving spe- 
cimens of his skill at the doors of the great. 

"Whatr* said she, "without promising the servants a 
share — withont even feeing them, to let the signors see thy 
merchandize ! As well have flung it into Tiber." 

"Well-a-day!" sighed Q^rard. "Then how is an artist 
to find a patron? for artists are poor, not rieh." 

^^Bj going to some city nobler and not so greedy as this,'* 
said Teresa. "La corte Eomana non yaol* pecora senza 
lana." 

She feil into thought, and said she woold come again to- 
morrow. 

The landlady felicitated Q^rard. " Teresa has got some- 
thing in her head," said she. 

Teresa was scarce gone when Pietro retomed with his 
picture, looking black as thunder. Gerard exchanged a 
g^ance with the landlady, and foUowed him up stairs to con- 
sole him. 

"What, have they let thee bring home thy masterpiece?" 

"As heretofore." 

"More fools they, then." 
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" That is not the worst." 

" Why, what is the matter? " 

" They have bought the cards," yelledPietro, and ham- 
mered the air fiirioasly right and left. 

"All the better," said Gerard, cheerfally. 

" They flew at me for them. They were enraptored with 
tbem. They tried to conceal their louging for them, but 
conld not. I saw, I feigned, I pillaged ; curse the boobies." 

And he flung down a dozen small silver coins on the floor 
and jumped on them , and danced on them with basUisk eyes, 
and then kicked them assiduously, and sent them spinning 
andflying, and ronning all abroad. Down went G^rard on 
bis knees and followed Üie maltreated innocents directly, and 
transferred them tenderly to his purse. 

"Shouldst rather smüe at their ignorance, and put it to 
profit," said he. 

"And so I will," saidPietro, with concentrated indigna- 
tion. "The brates! We will paint a pack a day; we will 
set the whole city gambling and ruining itself , while we live 
like princes on its vices and stupidity. There was one of the 
queens, though, I had fain have kept back. 'Twas you 
limned her, brother. She had lovely red-brown hair and 
sapphire eyes, and above all, soul." 

"Pietro," said Gerard, softly, "I painted that one from 
Dpiyheart." 

The quick-witted Italian nodded, and his eyes twinkled. 

" You love her so well, yet leave her? " 

" Pietro, it is because I love her so dear that I have wan- 
dered all this weary road." 

This interesting eoUoquy was interrupted by the landlady 
crying from below, "Come down, you are wanted." He 
went down, and there was Teresa again. 

"Come with me, Ser Gerard." 
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CHAPTEB VIII. 

Gerabd walked silently beeide Tereia, wondering^ in big 
ownmind, aftertiiemannerof artists, what she was going to 
do with him; instead of asking her. So at last she told him 
of her own aecord. A fnend had informed her of a working 
gold8niith*B wife who wanted a writer. ^* Her shop is hard by ; 
you will not have far to go." 

Accordinglj they soon arrived at the goldsmith's wife. 

^^Madama," said Teresa, '^ Leonora teils me you wanta 
writer: 1 have brought yon a beautifol one, he sayed my 
child at sea. Prilhee look on him with favoor.*' 

The goldsmith's wife complied in one sense. She £xed 
her eyes on Gerard's comely face, and could hardly take tbem 
off again. But her reply was unsatisfactory. " Nay , I have 
no nse for a writer. Ah! 1 mind now, it is my gossip, 
ClsBlia, the sausage-maker, wants one; she told me, and I 
told Leonora." 

Teresa made a courteous speech and withdrew. 

ClsBlia lived at some distance , and when they reacbed her 
house she was out. Teresa said calmly, "I will await her 
retum/' and sat so still, and dignified, and statnesque , that 
Gerard was beginning furtively to draw her, when Clselia 
retumed. 

"Madama, Iheärfrom the goldsmith's wife, theezcellent 
Olympia, that you need a writer" (here she took G^rard by 
the band and led him forword) ; '^I have brought yon a bean- 
tifiil one, he saved my child from the cruel waves. For oor 
Lady*8 sake look with favour on him." 

"My good dame, my fair Ser," said Claslia, "I haveno 
use for a writer; bnt now you remind me, it was my friend 
Appia Claudia asked me for one but the other day. She is a 
tailor, lives in the Via Lepida." 

Teresa retired calmly. 

^^Madama," said G^rard, "thia is likely to be a tedious 
business for you." 
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Teresa opened her eyes. 

" What was ever done without a little patience?" She 
added mildly, " We will knock at every door at Rome but 
you shall have justice." 

"But, madama, I think we are dogged. I noticed a man 
that foUows US, sometimes afar, sometimes close." 

"I have Seen it," said Teresa, coldly: but her cheek 
coloured f aintly. " It is my poor Lodovico." 

She stopped and tumed , and beckoned with her finger. 

A figure approached them somewhat unwillingly. 

When he came up , she ga^ed him füll in the face , and he 
looked sheepish. 

"Lodovico mio," said she, "know this young Ser, of whom 
I have so often spoken to thee. Know him and love him , for 
he it was who saved thy wife and child." 

At these last words Lodovico , who had been bowing and 
grinning artificially, suddenly changed to an expression of 
heartfeltgratitude, and embraced Gerard warmiy. 

Yet somehow there was something in the man's original 
manner, and his having followed his wife by stealth, that 
made Gerard uncomfortable under this caress. However he 
said, " We shall have your Company, Ser Lodovico ? " 

"No, signor," replied Lodovico, "I go not on thatside 
Tiber." 

"Addio, then," said Teresa, significantly. ^^ 

" When shall you retum home , Teresa mia? " 

"When I have done mine errand, Lodovico." 

They pursued their way in silence. Teresa now wore a 
sad and almost gloomy au:. ^ ■,. -, x ««„ j 

To be brief, Appia Claudia was mercifol, and did not sena 
them over Tiber again, but only a hundred yards^^^^ *^^ 
Street to Lucretia, who kept the glove shop; she it wa« 
wanted a writer: but what for Appia Claudia could ^ot con. 
ceive. Lucretia was a merry üttie dame , who '«f f f *^^^ 
heartily enough , and told them she wanted no wnter, ^^V^^^ 
heraccountsiQherhead. "Itwasformy confessor, Uattiev 
Colonna; he is mad after them." 
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"I have h eard of bis excellencj ," said Teresa. 

"Whohasnot?" 

''But, good dame, he is a friar; he has made vow of 
poverty. I cannot let the young man write and not be paid 
He saved my child at sea." 

^* Did he now? *' And Lucretia cast an approving look on 
Gerard. "Well, make your mind easy; a Colonna neyer 
wants for money. The good father has only to aay the word^ 
and the princes of his race will pour a thoosand crownB into 
his lap. And such a confessor, dame! the best in Korne. 
His head is leagues and leagues away all the while ; he never 
heeds what you are saying. Why I think no more of con- 
fessing my sins to him than of telling them to that wall 
Once, to try him, I confessed, along with the rest, as howl 
had killed my lodger*s Utile girl and baked her in a pie. 
Well, when my voiee left off confessing, he started out of his 
dream, and says he, a-mnstering up a gloom, 'My erring 
sister, say three patemosters and three ave Marias kneeling, 
and eat no butter nor eggs next Wednesday , and pax vobis- 
cum ! ' and off a went with his hands behind him , looking as 
if there was no such thing as me in the world/* 

Teresa waited patienüy, then calmly brought this dis- 
cursive lady back to the point: " Would she be so kind as go 
with this good youth to the friar and speak for him? *' 

^'Alack! how can I leave my shop? And what need? 
His door is aye open to writers, andpainters, and scholars, 
and all such cattle. Why, one day he would not receive the 
Duke d'ürbino, because a leamed Greek was closetedwith 
him, and the friar's head and his so close together over a 
dusly parchment just come in from Greece, as you could put 
one cowl over the pair. His wench Onesta told me. She 
mostly looks in here for a chat when she goes an errand." 

" This is the man for thee, myfriend," said Teresa« 

"All you have to do," continued Lucretia, "is to go to 
his lodgings (my boy shall show them you), and teil Onesta 
you come from me, and you are a writer, and she ^vill take 
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you up to him. If you put a piece of silver in the wencli'ö 
hand, 'twill do you no haim: that Stands to reason." 
"Ihave silver," saidTeresa, warmly. 
"But stay ," said Lucretia, "mind one tliing. What the 
young man saith he can do , that he must be able to do ^ or let 
him shun the good friar like poison. He is a very wild beast 
against all bunglers. Why, *twas but t'other day, one 
brought him an ill-carved crucifix. Say& he: *l8 tbis bow 
you present " Salvator Mundi? " who died for you in mortal 
a^ony; and you go and grudge him carefol work. This 
slovenly gimcrack, a crucifix? But that it is a crucifix of 
some sort, and I am a holy man, I'd dust your jacket with 
your crucifix," says he. Onesta heard every word tbrough 
the keyhole; so mind." 

"Havenofears, madama," saidTeresa, loftily. *<Iwill 
answerforhisability; he saved my child." 

G-erard was not subtle enough to appreciate this con- 
clusion: and was so far from sbaring Teresa*s confidence 
that he begged a respite. He would rather not go to the fiiar 
to-day : would not to-morrow do as well? 

" Here is a coward for ye ," said Lucretia. 

"No, he is not a coward," saidTeresa, firmgup. «He 
18 modest." 

"I am afraid of this bigb-bom, fastidious fnar, 9^ 
Grerard. <*Consider, be bas seen the handiwork of jfl ^ 
writers in Italy, dear dame Teresa-, if you would bot let ^^ 
prepare a better piece of work tban yet I have donc, aod ^^ 
to-morrow I will face bim witb it." 

"I consent," saidTeresa. 

They walked home togetber. 

Not far from bis o wn lodging was a ihop ft^ sold >#.\\^ 
There was a beautiful white skin in Ae wmdffw. C^,^^ 
looked at it wistfiüly ; but be kncw be ewdd kA ^^ t^'*^ 
so he went on rather bastily. How evcr, _ >*!t ^**^ ^^ ^^ 
mind where to get vellum z and, paztiag wä *««>«a«^^^\^ 
own door, ran hastüy up stair», «^^.^ ?^'»*^ i^^>>=Ä. 
brought aU the way£roinSeve»befge«,«d*a-d;tw23^^^*^ v^^^ 
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on the table. He then prepared with bis chemicals to erue 
the old writing ; but, as this was bis last cbanceofreadingit, 
be now overcame bis deadlj repugnance to bad writing, and 
proceeded to decipber tbe deed in spite of its detestable eon- 
tractions. It appeared by tbis deed tbat Gbysbrecht Van 
Swieten was to adyance some money to Floris Brandt on a 
piece of land, and was to repaj bimself ont of tbe rent 

On tbis G^rard feit it woiüd be impradent and improper 
to destroj tbe deed. On tbe contrary be vowed to decipber 
everyword, at bis leisure. Hewentdownstairs, determined 
to bny a small piece of vellum witb bis balf of tbe caid- 
money. 

At tbe bottom of tbe stairs be found tbe landlady and 
Teresa talking. At sigbt of bim tbe former cried : " Here be 
is. Yon are caugbt, donna mia. See wbat sbe bas brottgbt 
you l " And wbipped out from under ber apron the very dkin 
of vellimi Gerard bad longed for. 

"Wby, damel wby, donna Teresa!" And be was speecb- 
less witb pleasure and astonisbment. 

"Dear Donna Teresa, tbere is not a skin in all Borne like 
it. How ever came you to bit on tbis one ? 'Tis glamoor.** 

"Alas, dear boy , did not tbine eye rest on it with desire? 
and didst thou not sigh in tuming away from it? And was it 
for Teresa to let thee want tbe tbing after that?" 

"Whatsagacityl wbat goodness, madamal Oh, dame, 
I never tbought I sbould possess tbis. Wbat did you pay 
forit?" 

"Iforget. Addio, Fiammima. Addio, Ser Gerard. Be 
bappy, be prosperous, as you are good." And tbe Boman 
matron glided away, wbile Gerard was besitating, and 
tbinking how to offer to pay so stately a creature for ber 
purchase. 

Tbe next day in tbe aftemoon be went to Lucretia, and 
ber boy took bim to Fra Colonna's lodgings. He announced 
bis business and feed Onesta, and sbe took bim up to tbe friar. 
Gerard entered witb a beating beart. Tbe room, a large 
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one, was ßtrewed and heapedwith objectsof art, antiquity, 
and leaming, lying about in rieh profosion, and confusion. 
ManuscriptSy pictures, canrings in woodandivory, mosical 
Instruments; and in this glorious chaos sat the £riar, poring 
intently over an Arabian manuscript. 

He looked up a little peevishlj at the interruption. Onesta 
whispered in his ear. 

" Very well," said he. "Let him be seated. Stay ; young 
man showmehowyouwritel" And he threw Gerard a piece 
ofpaper, and pointed to an inkhom. 

"So please you, reverend father," said Gerard, "my 
band, it trembleth too much at this moment; but last night I 
wrote a veUum page of Greek, and the Latin version by its 
aide, to show the varioos character." 

"Showitmel" 

Gerard brought the work to him in fear and trembling; 
thenstood, heart-sick, awaiting his yerdict. 

When it came it staggered him. For the verdict was, a 
Dominican falling on his neck. 

The nezt day an event took place in Holland, the effect 
of which on Gerard's destiny , no mortal at the time , nor even 
my intelligent readernow, could, Ithink, foresee. 

Marched np to Eli's door a pageant brave to the eye of 
sense, and to the vulgär judgment noble, but, to the Philo- 
sophie, pitiable more or less. 

It looked one animal, a centaur: but on severe analysis 
proved two. The human half was sadly bedizened with those 
two metals, to clothe his carcass with which and line his 
pouch, man has now and then disposed of hissoul: still the 
horse was the vainer brüte of the two; he was far worse 
beflounced, bebonneted, and bemantled, than any fair lady 
regnante crinolinä.. For the man, under the colour of a 
warming-pan, retained Natureis outline. But it was ^^sub- 
audi equum I " Scarce a pennyweight of honest horseflesh to 
be Seen. Our crinoline spares the noble parts of woman , and 
makes but the baser paits gigantic (why this preference?); 
The aoUter and the Hearth. IL 7 
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bat this poor animal from stein to stem was swamped ic 
finery. His ears were hid in great sheaths of white linen 
tipped with silver and blne. His body swaddled in stif 
gorgeous cloths descending to the ground, ezcept just in 
front, where they ieft him room to mince. His taU, thon^ 
dear to memory no doubt, was losttosight, being tucked in 
heaven knows how. Only bis eyes shone out like goggles^ 
through two holes pierced in the wall of haberdashery , and 
bis little front hoofs peeped in and out like rats. 

Yetdid this Compound, gorgeous and irrational, repre- 
Bcnt power; absolute power: it came straigbt from a touma- 
ment at the duke*s court, wbich being on a progress, lay 
last night at a neighbouring town — to execute the behests of 
Toyalty. 

^^What hol" eried the Upper half, and on Eli emerg^, 
with his wife behind him, saluted them. "Peace be wiä 
you, goodpeople. Rejoicel I am come for your dwarf." 

£li looked amazed, and said nothing. But Catherine 
screamed over his Shoulder, "You have mistook your road, 
good man*, here abides no dwarf." 

"Nay, wife, he means our Giles, who is somewhat 
small of stature: why gainsay what gainsayed may not 
be?" 

"Ay!*' eried the pageant, "that is he, and discoursetii 
like the big tabor." 

"His breast is sound for that matter," said Catherine, 
sharply. 

"And prompt with his fists though at long odds." 

"Else how would the poor thing keep his head in sucha 
World as this?" 

"*Tis well said, dame. Art as ready with thy weapon as 
he ; art his mother , likely. So bring hun forth and that pre- 
sently. See, they lead a stunted mule for him. The duke 
hath need of him; sore need; we are clean out o' dwarren; 
and tiger-cats ; which may not be , whiles earth them yieldetL 
Our last hop o' my thumb tumbled down the weU t'other 
day." 
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"And think you 111 let my darling go to such an ill-goided 
honse as yon, where the reckless troUops of servants close 
not the well mouth, but leave it open to trap innocents like 
wolven?" 

The representative of autocracy lost patience at this un- 
wonted Opposition, and with stem look and voice bade her 
bethink herwhether it was the better of the two; "tohave your 
abortion at court fed like a bishop and put on like a prince , or 
to have all your heads stricken off and bome on poles, with the 
bellman crying, 'Behold the heads of hardy rebels, which 
having by good luck a misbegotten son, did traitorously 
grudge hun to the duke , who is the true f atiier of all bis folk, 
littleormickle?*" 

**Nay," Said Eli, sadly, "miscall us not. We be true 
folk, and neither rebels nor traitors. But *tis sudden, and 
the poor lad is our true flesh and blood, and hath of late given 
proof ofmoresensethan heretofore.'* 

"Avails not threatening our lives ," whimpered Catherine, 
'' we grudge him not to the duke: but in sooth he cannot go: 
his linen is all in holes. So there is an end " 

But the male mind resisted this crusher. 

« Think yon the duke will not find linen , and cloth of gold 
to boot? None so brave, none so affected, at court, as our 
monsters, big, orwee." 

How long the dispute might have lasted, before the iron 
arguments of despotism achieved the inevitable victory, I 
know not; but it was cut short by a parly whom neither dis- 
pntant had deigned to consult. 

The bone of contention walked out of the house, and sided 
with monarchy. 

"Ifmyfolkaremad, I am not," heroared. "FUgowith 
you, and on the instant." 

At this Catherine set up a piteous cry. She saw another 
of her brood escaping from under her wing into some un- 
known element. Giles was not quite insensible to her distress 
so simple yet so eloquent. He said " Nay take not on 
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Why 'ÜB a godsend. And I am sick öf this ever since Gerard 
left it." 

**Ah, crael Gilesl Should ye not^rather say, ehe is 
bereayed of Gerard: the more need of you to stay aside her 
andcomfortherl" 

^* Oh 1 I am not going to Rome. Not such a fooL 1 shall 
never be f arther than Rotterdam : and Tll of ten come and see 
you; and, if I like not the place, who shall keep me there? 
Not all {he dukes in Christendom." 

" Good sense lies in little bulk ," said the emissary ap{>roy- 
ingly. "Therefore, master Giles, buss the old fblk, and 
thank them for misbegetting of thee , and — ho 1 you — bring 
hitherhismiüel" 

One of his retinae brought up the dwarf male. Giles re- 
fused it with Bcom. And, onbeingaskedthereason, saidit 
was not jost. " What woald ye throw all into the one scale? 
Fat muckle to mackle, and litüe to wee? Besides I hate 
and scom small things. TU go on the highest horse here , or 
not at all." 

The porsuivant eyed him attentively a moment. He then 
adopted a coarteous manner. **I shall study yoor will in all 
things reasonable. (Dismount, Eric, yours is the highest 
horse.) And if you would halt in the town an hour or so , while 
yoa bid them farewell, saybut the word, and yoar pleasore 
shall be my delight." 

Giles reflected. 

"Master ," said he , " if we wait a month 'twill be still the 
same: my mother is a good soal, bat her body is bigger 
than her spirit. We shall not part without a tear or two, 
and the quicker 'tis done the fewer; so, bring yon horse 
to me." 

Catherine threw her apron over her face and sobbed. The 
high horse was brought, and Giles was for swarming up his 
tail, like a rope; but one of the servants cried out hastily 
"forbear, for be kicketh." "FU kick hhn," said Giles. 
"Bring him close beneaththiswindow, and 111 leamyouall 
how to mount a horse which kicketh, and will notbe clomb 
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bj the tail, the staircase of an horse." And he dashed into 
the house and almost immediately .reappeared at an upper 
ipvindow with a rope in his hand. He fastened an end some- 
how and holding the other descended as swift and smooth as 
an oiled thunderbolt in a groove ; and lighted astride bis high 
horse as unperceived by that animal as a fly setüing on him. 

The official lifted his hands to heayen in mawkish admira- 
tion. "I have gotten a pearl," thought he; "and wow but 
this will be a good day's work for me." 

"Come, father, come, mother, buss me, and bless me, 
andöfflgo." 

£11 gave him his blessing, and bade him be honest and 
true, and a credit to his folk. Catherine could not speak , but 
clung to him with many sobs and embraces; and even through 
the mist of tears her eye detected in a moment a little rent in 
his sleeye he had made getting out of window, and she 
whipped out her needle and mended it then and there, and 
her tears feil on his arm the while, unheeded — except by 
those unfleshly eyes, with which they say the very air is 
thronged. 

And so the dwarf mounted the high horse , and rode away 
complacent, with the old hand laying the court butter on his 
back with a trowel. Little recked Perpusillus of two poor 
sillyfemales that satby the bereavedhearth, rockingthem- 
selves, andweeping, anddiscussingallhisvirtues, andhow 
his mind had opened lately, and blind as two beetles to his 
faults , who rode away from them jocund and hold, 

Ingentes animos angusto pectore versans. 

Arrived at court he speedily became a great favourite. 

One Strange propensity of his electrified the psilace: but, 
on account of his small size , and for varieiy's sake , and as a 
monster, he was indulged on it. In a word he was let speak 
the truth. 

It is an unpopulär thing. 

He made it an intolerable one. 

Bawled it. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

Happt the man who has two chain-cables; Merit, and 
Women. 

Oh that I, like Gerard, had a '^chaine des dames" to pull 
npby. 

I would be prose lattreat, or professor of the spasmodic, or 
something, in no time. £n attendant, I will sketch the Fra 
Colonna. 

The trae revivers of ancient leaming andphilosophy, were 
two writers of fiction — Petrarch, and Boccaccio. 

Their labours were not crowned with great, public, and 
immediate success; but thej sowed the good seed; and it 
never perished, but quickened in the soil, awaiting sunshine. 

From their daj Italy was never without a native Bcholar 
or two, versed in Greek; and each leamed Greek who landed 
there was received fratemaUj. The f ourteenth Century , ere 
its close, saw the birth of Poggio, Yalla, and the eider 
Guarino : and earlj in the fifteenth Florence under Cosmo de 
Medici was a nest of Platonists. These , headed by G^nustus 
Pletho, a bom Greek, began about a. d. 1440, to write down 
Aristolle. For few minds are big enough to be just to great 
A without being unjust to capital B. 

Theodore Gaza defended that great man with moderation ; 
George of Trebizond with acerbity, and retorted on Plato. 
Then Cardinal Bessarion, another bom Greek, resbted the 
Said George, and his idol, in a tract ^^Adversus calumniatorem 
Piatonis." 

Pugnacity, whether wise or not, is a form of vitality. 
Bom without controversial bile in so zealous an epoch, 
Francesco Colonna , a joung nobleman of Florence , lived for 
the arts. At twenty he tumed Dominican frlar. His object 
was quiet study. He retired from idle Company , and f action 
fights, the humming and the stinging of the human hive, to 
St. Dominic and the Nine Muses. 
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An eager Student ofianguages, pictores, statues, chrono- 
logy, coins, and monumental inscriptions. These last 
loosened his faith in populär histories. 

He traveUed many years in the East, and retumed laden 
with spoils: master of several choice MSS., and versed in 
Greek and Latin, Hebrew and Syriac. He found his country 
had not stood still. Other lettered princes besides Cosmo had 
Sprung up. AlfonsoEing ofNaples, Nicolas d'Este, Lionel 
d'Este, &c. Above all , his old fnend Thomas of Sarzana had 
been made pope, and had lent a mighty Impulse to letters; 
had accumulated 5,000 MSS. in the library of the Yatican, 
and had set Poggio to translate Diodorus Siculus and 
Xenophon's Cyropasdia, Laurentius Yalla to translate Hero- 
dotus and Thucydides, Theodore Gaza, Theophrastus ; 
George of Trebizond, Eusebius, and certain treatises of 
Plato, etc. etc. 

The monk found Plato and AristoÜe under armistice, but 
Poggio and Yalla at loggerheads over verbs and nouns, and 
on fire with odium philologicum. All this was heaven ; and he 
settled down in his native land, his life a rosy dream. None 
so happy as the versatile, provided they have not their bread 
to make by it. And Fra Colonna was Versatility. He knew 
seven or eigkt languages, and a little mathematics; could 
write abit, paintabit, model a bit, sing a bit, strum a bit; 
and could rellsh superior excellence in all these branches. 
For this last trait he deserved to be as happy as he was. For, 
gauge the inteUects of your acquaintances, and you will find 
but few whose minds are neither deaf , nor blind, nor dead to 
some great art or science, 

" And wisdoxn at one entrance qnite ahnt out." 

And such of them as are conceited as well as stupid, shall 
even parade, instead of blushing for, the holes in their in- 
tellects. 

A zealot in art, the fnar was a sceptic in religion. 

In every age there are a few men, who hold tibe opinions of 
another age ; past or futore. Being a lump of simpHcity , his 
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scepticism was as naif as bis enthusiaBm. He affected to 
look on the religious ceremonies of bis day, as bis models, tiie 
heathon philosophers, regarded the worship of gods and de- 
parted heroes: mommeries good for the populace. Bat here 
bis mind drew onconscioosly a droll distinction. Wliaterer 
Christian ceremonj bis leaming taught bim was of pnrelj 
pagan origin, that he respected, out of respect for antiquity; 
thougb bad he, with bis tum of mind, been a pagan and iti 
cotemporaiy, he would have scomed it from bis pbilosopbic 
beights. 

Fra Colonna was charmed with bis new artist, and, haying 
the nm of half the palaces in Rome, soonded bis praises so, 
that he was soon called npon to resign bim. He told G^rard 
wbat great princes wanted bim. '^But I am so bappy with 
you, fatber," objected Gerard. '^Fiddlestick about being 
bappy with me," said Fra Colonna, "you must not be happy : 
you must be a man of the world; the grand lesson I impress 
on the yomig is be a man of the world. Now these Montesini 
can pay you three times as mach as I can, and they sball too 
— by Jupiter." 

And the friar clapped a terrific price on Gerard's pen. It 
was acceded to witbout a murmur. Much higher prices were 
going for cop^T)^, than avdhorship ever obtained for centuries 
under the printing press. 

Gerard bad three bundred crowns for Aristotle*s treatise 
on rhetoric. 

The great are mighty sweet upon all their pets, while the 
fancy lasts: and in the rage for Greek MSS. the bandsome 
writer soon became a pet, and nobles of both sexes caressed 
bim like a lap dog. 

It would bave tumed a vain fellow's bead; but the canny 
Dutchman saw the steel band beneath the velvetgloye, and 
dld not presume. Nevertheless it was a proud day for bim, 
wben be found bimself seated with Fra Colonna at the table 
of bis present employer, Cardinal Bessarion. They were 
about a mile from tiie top of that table ; but, never mind, tbere 
they were; and Gerard bad the advantage of seeing roast 
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pheasants dished up with all their feathers as if tbey had just 
flown out of a coppice instead of off the spit: also chickens 
cooked in bottles, and tender as peaches. But the grand 
novelty was the napkins, surpassingly fine, and folded into 
cocked hats, and birds' wings, and fans, etc., instead of lying 
flat. This electrified Gerard: though myreaders haveseen 
. the dazzling phenomenon without tumbling backwards chair 
and all. 

After dinner the tables were split in pieces, and carried 
away, and lo under each was another table spread with sweet- 
meats. The signoras , and signorinas , feil upon them and 
gormandized; but the signors eyed them with reasonable 
suspicion. 

"But, dear father," objected Gerard, "I see not the 
bifurcal daggers, with which men sayhis excellency armeth 
the left band of a man.** 

"Nay, 'tis the Cardinal Orsini which hath invented yon 
peevish instrument for his guests to fumble their meat withal. 
One , being in haste , did skewer his tongue to his palate with 
it I hear ; tempora, mores I The ancients, reclining god- 
like at their feasts, how had they spumed such pedantries ! " 

As soon as the ladies had disported themselves among the 
sugar-plums, the tables were suddenly removed, and the 
guests sat in arowagainst the wall. Then camein, ducking 
and scraping, two ecclesiastics with lutes, and kneeled at the 
cardinal's feet and there sang the service of the day; then 
retired with a deep obeisance : in answer to which thecardinal 
fingered his skull cap as our late Iron Duke his hat: the Com- 
pany dispersed, and Gerard had dined with a cardinal, and 
one that had thrice just missed being pope. 
But greater honour was in störe. 

One day the cardinal sent for him, and after praising the 
beauty of his work took him in his coach to the Yatican: and 
up a private stair to a luxurious little room, with a great oriel 
Window. Here were inkstands, sloping frames for writing 
on, and all the Instruments of art The cardinal whispered a 
courtier, andpresently the Pope*0 private secretary appeared 
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with a glorions grtmj oM MS. of Plutarch's Lives. And soon 
Gerard was seated alone cop3nng it, awestrack, yet half de- 
lighted at the thought that his holiness would handle ins -woik 
and read it. 

The papal inkstands were all glorious extemally: bat 
within the ink was vile. But Gerard carried ever good ink, 
home-made, in a dirty Uttle inkhom: he prajed on his knees 
for a firm and skilful hand, and set to work. 

One side of his room was nearly occnpied by a massive 
curtain divided in the centre: but its ample folds overlapped 
After a while, Gerard feit drawn to peep through that curtain. 
He resisted the impidse. It retumed. It overpowered bim. 
He ieft Plutarch ; stole across the matted floor ; took the folds 
of the curtain, and genüy gathered them up with his fingers, 
and putting his nose through the chink ran it against a cold 
Steel halbert. Two soldiers armed cap-k-pie, were holding 
their glittering weapons crossed in a triangle. Gerard drew 
swiftly back: but in that instant he heard the soft munnur of 
voices and saw a group of persons cringing before some 
hidden figure. 

He never repeated his attempt to pry through the guarded 
curtain; but often eyed it. Every hour or so an ecclesiastic 
peeped in, eyed him, chiiled him, and exit. All this was 
gloomy and mechanical. But the next day a gentleman, 
richly armed, bounced in, and glared at lum. "What is 
toward here?" said he. 

Gerard told him he was writing out Plutarch, with the help 
of the saints. The spark said he did not know the signor in 
question. Gerard explained the circumstances of time and 
Space, that had deprived the Signor Plutarch of the advantage 
of the 8park*s conversation. 

" Oh! one of those old dead Greeks they keep such a coli 
about." 

"Ay, signor, one of them, who, beingdead, yet live." 

"lunderstandyounot, youngman," said the noble, with 
all the dignity of ignorance. " What did the old fellow write? 
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Liove stories?" and his eyes sparkled: "merry tales like 
Boccaccio." 

" Nay lives of heroes, and sages." 
"Soldiers, andpopes?" 
"Soidiers, andprinces." 
" Wilt read me of them some day?" 
"And willingly, eigner. But what would they say who 
employ me, were I to break off work?" 

**0h never heed that; know you not who 1 am? I am 
Jacques Bonaventura, nepbew to his holinessthe Pope, and 
captain of his guards. And I came here to look äfter my 
fellows. I trow they have tumed them out of their room for 
you.*' Signor Bonaventura then hurried away. This lively 
companion however having acquired a habit of mnning into 
that little room, and finding Gerard good Company, often 
looked in on him, and chattered ephemeralities while G-erard 
wrote the inunortal lives. 

Onedayhecameachanged, andmoodyman, andthrew 
himself into a chair, crying *'Ah, traitress ! traitress I " Gkrard 
inquired what was his ill? "Traitress! traitress!" was the 
reply. Whereupon Gerard wrote Plutarch. Then says Bona- 
ventura "1 am melancholy ; and for our Lady*s sake read me 
a Story out of Ser Plutarcho, to sooth my bile: in all that 
. Greek is there nought about lovers betrayed?" 

Gerard read him the life of Alexander. He got excited, 
marched about the room, and embracingthereader, vowed 
to shun "soft delights," that bed of nettles, and foUow 
glory. 

Who so happy now as Gerard? His art was honoured, 
and fabulous prices paid for it; in a year or two he should 
retum by sea to Holland , with good störe of money , and set 
up with his beloved Margaret in Bruges, or Antwerp, or dear 
Augsburg, and end their days in peace, and love, and 
healthy, happy labour. His heart never strayed an instant 
from her. 

In his prosperity he did not forget poor Pietro. He took 
the Fra Colonna to see his picture. The friar inspected it 
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Beyerely and closelj, feil on the artisfs neck, and canied 
the picture to one of the Colonnas, who gave a noble jurke 
f or it. 

Pietro descended to the first floor; and lived like a 
gentleman. 

Bat Gerard remained in his garret. To increase bis ex- 
penses would haye been to postpone his retum to Idargaret 
Luxury had no charms for the single-heartedone, irben op- 
posed to love. 

Jacques Bonaventura made him acquainted with other gvf 
young fellows. They loyed him, and sought to entice bim into 
vice, «nd other expenses. But he begged humbly to be ex- 
cused. So he escaped that temptation. But a greater waa 
behind. 

CHAPTER X. 

Fba CoLONNA had the mn of the Pope's library, and some- 
times left off work at the same hour and walked the city with 
Gerard; on which occasions the happy artist saw all things 
en beau, and was wrapped up in the grandeur of Borne and its 
churches, palaces, andruins. 

The friar granted the ruins, but threw cold water on the 
rest. 

' ^ This place Borne ? It is but the tomb of mighty Korne." 
He showed Gerard that twenty or thirty feet of the old 
triumphal arches were Underground, and that the modern 
streets ran over ancient palaces ; and over the tops of colunms; 
and coupling this with the comparatively narrow limits of 
the modern city, and the gigantic vestiges of antiquity tiiat 
peeped above ground here and there , he uttered a somewhat 
remarkable simile. "I teil thee this village they call Borne is 
but as one of those swaUows' nests ye shall see built on the 
eaves of a decayed abbey." 

'^Old Bome must indeed have been fair then," aaid 
Gerard. 

" Judge for yourself, my son; you see the great sewer. 
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the work of the Bomans in their veiy childhood, and shall 
oatlast Vesuvius. You see the fragmentß of the Temple of 
Peace. How would you look coold you see also the Capitol 
with its five-and-twenly temples? Do bnt note this Monte 
Sayello: what is it, an it please jon, bat the ruins of the 
ancienttheatreof Marcellas? andasforTestacio, oneofthe 
highest hüls in modern Borne , it is bat an ancient dast heap ; 
the women of old Borne flang their broken pots and pans 
there, andlo; amoantain. 

*'EzpedeHercii]em; ex nngnie leonem.** 

Grerard listened respectfolly, bat when the holj friar pro- 
ceeded bj analogy to imply that the moral saperiority of 
the heathen Bomans was proportionably grand, he resisted 
stouüy. '^ Has then the world lost by Christ his coming? *' said 
he; bat blashed, for he feit himself reproaching his bene- 
factor. 

^'Saints forbid!*' said the friar. "*Twere heresy to say 
Bo/* And, having made this direct concession, he proceeded 
gradually to evade it by subtile circumlocution , and reached 
the forbidden door by the spiral back staircase. In the midst 
of all which they came to a church with aknotof personsin 
the porch. A demon was being exorcised within. Now Fra 
Colonna had a way of uttering a curious sort of little moan, 
when things Zeno or Epicurus would not have swallowed were 
presented to him as facts. This moan conveyed to such, as 
had often heard it, not only streng dissent, but pity for 
human credulity, ignorance, and error, especiallyof course 
when it blinded men to the merits of Pagandom. 

The friar moaned, and said, " Then come away." 

"Nay, father, pritheel pritheel 1 ne*er saw a divell cast 
out" 

The firiar accompanied Gerard into the church, but had 
a good shrug first. There they found the demoniac forced 
down on his knees before the altar with a scarf tied round his 
neck, by which the officiating priest held him like a dog in a 
chain. 
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Not many peraons were present, for fame had put fbitk 
that the last demon cast out in that church went no fartfae^ 
than into one of the Company: *' as a conj ferreted out of <»0 
burrow runs to the next." 

When Gerard and the friar came up the priest seemede 
think there were now speetators enongh ; and began. 

He faced the demoniac, breviarj in hand^ and first sä 
himself to leam the indiyidual*8 name with whom he had te 
^deal. 

"Come out, Ashtaroth. Oho! it is not youtiien. Come 
out, Belial. Come out, Tatzi. Come out, Eza. No : be 
trembles not. Come out, Azymoth. Come out, Feriander 
Come out, Foletho. Come out, Astyma. Comeout, Neboi 
Ahal what, havelfoundye? 'tisthou, thoureptile; atthii^ 
old tricks. Lotus prayl — 

" Oh Lord , we pray thee to drive the foul fiend Nebul od 
of this thy creature : out of his hair , and his eyes , out of hä 
nose, out of hi» mouth » out of his ears, out of his gtuns, o\& 
ofhisteeth, out of his Shoulders, outofhisarms, legs, loins. 
stomach, beweis, thighs, knees, calves, feet, anklag» fingei- 
nails, toe-nails, andsoul. Amen." 

The priest tiien rose from his knees, and tuming to tbe 
Company Said, with quiet geniality, "G-entles, wehavehei« 
as obstinate a diveU as you may see in a summer daj.' 
Then, facing the patient, he spoke to him with great rigom. 
sometimes addressing the man, and somelimes the fiend, and 
they answered him in tum through the same mouth, nov 
saying that they hated those holy names the priest kept 
uttering, and now complaining they did feel so bad in their 
inside. 

It was the priest who first confounded the victim and tfa« 
culprit in idea, by pitching into the former, cufifing his 
soundly, kicking him, and spitting repeatedly in his face. 
Then he took a candle and lighted it, and tumed it dowo. 
and bumed it tili it bumed his fingers; when he dropped it 
double quick. Then took the custodial; and showed the 
patient the Corpus Domini within. Then bumed anotfaei 
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candle as before, but more cautiously: then spoke civilly to 
the demoniac in bis human character, dismissed him, and re- ^ 
ceived the compliments of the Company. 

" Good f ather," said Gerard , " how you have their names 
by heart. Our northem priests have no such exquisite know- 
ledge of the hellish squadrons." 

**Ay, youngman, here we know all their names, andeke 
their ways, the reptiles. This Nebul is a bitter hard one to 
bunt out." 

He then told the Company in the most affable way several 
of bis. experiences; concluding with bis feat of yesterday, 
wben he drove a great hulking fiend out of a woman by 
her mouth, leaving behind hun certain nails, and pins, 
and a tuft of bis own hair, and cried out in a voice of 
anguish, "Tis not thou that conquers me. See that stone 
on the window sill. Enow that the angel Gabriel Coming 
down to earth once lighted on that stone: 'tis that has done 
my business." 

The friar moaned. * * And you believed him ? " 

"Certes! who, but an infidel haddiseredited a revelation 
soprecise?" 

" What, bdiere the f ather of lies? That is pushing cre- 
dulity beyond the age." 

" Oh, a liar does not always lie." 

"Ay doth he whenever he teils an improbable story to 
begin, and shows you a holy relic; arms you against the 
satanic host Fiends (if any) be not so simple. Shouldst 
have answered him out of antiquity — 

Timeo Banaos et dona ferentes. 

Some blackguard chopped bis wife's head off on that stone, 
youngman; you take my word for it." And the friar hurried 
Gerard away. 

"Alack, father, I fear you abashed the good priest." 
"Ay, by Pollux," said the friar, with a chuckle; "I 
blistered him with a single touch of *Socratic interroga- 
tion.' What modern can parry the weapons of antiquity ? " 
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One aftemoon , when Grerard had finished his daj's woiIl, 
a fine lacquey came and demanded his attendance at tfae 
palace Cesarini. He went and was oshered into a noble 
apartment; there was a girl seated in it, working on a 
tapestry. She rose and left the room , and said she would 1^ 
her mistresB know. 

A good hoor did Gerard cool his heels in that great room; 
and at last he began to fret. '< These nobles think nothing d 
a poor fellow's time." However, just as he was making up his 
mind to slip out, and go about his bosiness, the door opened, 
and a süperb beauty entered the room, followed hy two 
maids. It was the yonng princess of the honse of Gesanni. 
She came in talking rather loudly and haughtily to her 
dependents, but at sight of Gerard lowered her voice to 
a very feminine tone, and said, "Are you the writer, 
messer?" 

"lam, signora." 

"'Tis well." She then seated herseif; Grerard and her 
maids remained standing. 

" What is your name, good youth ? " 

"Gerard, signora." 

" Gerard? body of Bacchus I is that the name of a human 
creature?" 

"It is a Dutch name, signora. I was bom at Tergou, in 
Holland." 

"A harsh name , girls , for so well-favoured a youth ; what 
sayyou?" 

The maids assented warmly. 

"What did I send for him for?" inquiredthe lady, witb 
lofty languor. "Ah, Iremember. Be seated, SerGerardo, 
and write me a letter to Ercole Orsini, my lorer ; at least he 
says so." 

Gerard seated himself, took out paper and ink, and looked 
up to the princess for instructions. 

She, seated on a much higher chair, almost a thrcme, 
looked down at him with eyes equally inquiring. 
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"Well, Gerardo." 

"I am ready, your excellence." 

"Write,then/' 

" I but await the words." 

"And who, think you, is to provide themt" 

" Who but your grace, whose letter it is to be." 

"Gramercyl what, you writers, find you not the words? 
What ayails your art without the words? I doubt you are an 
impostor, Gerardo." 

" Nay, signora, I am none. I might make shift to put your 
Mghness's speech into grammar, as well as writing. But I 
camiot Interpret your silence. Therefore speak what is in 
yoorheart, and 1 will empaper it before your eyes." 

"But there is nothing in my heart. And sometimes I think 
I have got no heart." 

" What is in your mind, then ? " 

"But there is nothing in my mind ; nor my head either." 

"Then why write at all?" 

" Why, indeed? That is the first word of sense either you 
or I have spoken, Gerardo. Pestilence seize him! why 
writeth he not first? then I could say nay to this, and ay to 
that, withouten headache. Also is it a lady*s part to say the 
first word?" 

"No, signora: the last." 

' < It is well spoken, Gerardo. Ha I ha I Shalt have a gold 
piece for thy wit Give me my purse!" And she paid him 
for the article on the nail k la moyen 4ge. Money never yet 
chiUed zeal. Gerard, after getting a gold piece so cheap, feit 
bound to pull her out of her difficulty ; if the wit of man might 
achieve it. "Signorina," said he, "these things are only 
hard because folk attempt too much, are artificial and 
labour phrases. Do but figure to yourself the signor you 
love~" 

"Ilovehimnot." 

"Well, then, the signor you love not — seated at this table, 
and dict to me just what you would say to him." 

" « Well if he sat there I should say, * Go away.' " 
The Qoister and the Uearth» /7, ^ 
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Gerard, who was flonrishmg bis pen by w&j of pr^Mit- 
tion, laid it down with a groan. 

<<And when he was gone,** said Floretta, ''yoor hi^mess 
would say, * Come back.*" 

^'Like enoughy wench. Now silence, all, and let me 
tbink. He pestered me to write, and I promised; so mine 
bonour is engaged. Wbat lie sball I teil tbe Gkrardo to teil 
the fool?" and sbe tomed ber bead away from tbem and feE 
into deep tbougbt, witb ber noble cbin resting on her white 
band, bidf clencbed. 

Sbe was so lovely and stataesqne, andlooked so inspired 
witb tbougbts celesöal, as sbe sat thos, impregnating he^ 
seif witb mendacity, tbat Gerard forgot all, except art, 
and proceeded eagerly to transfer tbat exquisite profile to 
paper. 

He bad yery nearly finisbed wben tbe fair statue tomed 
brnsquely round and looked at bim. 

"Nay , signora," said be, a little peevisbly, "for Heayen'i 
sake cbange not your posture; 'twas perfect. See, youare 
nearly finisbed.** 

All eyes were instantly on tbe work, and all tongnes 
active. ''How like! and done in a minute: nay, metboiikfl 
ber bigliness*8 cbin is not quite so — ** 

" Ob, a toucb will make tbat rigbt.*' 

<*Wbatapity*tisnotcoloured. Tm all for colours. Hang 
black and white I And ber bigbness bath such a lovelj skin. 
Take away ber skin, and half ber beauty is lost** 

" Peace. Can you colour, Ser Gerardo ? ** 

^'Ay, signorina. I am a poor band at oils ; tbere shines mj 
friend Pietro : but in this small way I can tint you to the life, 
if you have time to waste on such vanity.** 

'' Call you this vanity? And for time , it hangs on me like 
lead. Send for your colours now, — quick, — this moment, — 
for love of all the saints.** 

" Nay , signorina , I must prepare tbem. I could come at 
tbe same time to-morrow.*' 

''So be it. And you, Floretta, see tbat be be ad- 
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mitted at all hours. Alack! leave my headi leaye my 
headl" 

"Forgiye me , signora; I thought to prepare it at home to 
receive tibe colours. But I will leave it And now let us 
despatch the letter." 

"Wliatletter?" 

" To the Signor Orsini." 

"And ßhall I waste my tme on such vanity as writing 
letters -^ and to that empty creature, to whom I am as in- 
different as the moon? Nay , not indifferent, for I have just 
discorered my real sentunents. I hate him and despise him. 
Girls, I here forbid you once for all to mention that signor's 
name to me again; eise 1*11 whip you tili the blood comes. 
You know how I can lay on when Tm roused." 

"Wedo. Wedo." 

"Then provoke me not to it;" and her eye flashed 
daggers, and she tumed to Gkrard all instantaneous honey. 
"Addio, il Gerar-do." And Gerard bowed himself out of this 
velvet tiger's den. 

He came nezt day and coloured her; and nezt he was set 
to make a portrait of her on a large scale; and then a fiill- 
length fignre ; and he was oMiged to set apart two hours in 
the aftemoon for drawing and paintingthisprincess, whose 
beauty and yanity were prodigious, and candidates for a 
Portrait of her numerous. Here the thriying Gerard found a 
new and fruitfol source of income. 

Margaret seemed nearer and nearer. 

It was Holy Thursday. No work this day. Fra Golonna 
andGkrard sat in a window and saw the religious processions. 
Their nümber and pious ardour thrilled Gerard with the devo- 
tion that now seemed to animate the whole people, lately beut 
on earthly joys. 

Presentiy the Pope came pacing majestically at the head 
ofhiscardinals, in a red hat, white cloak, acapuchinofred 
yelyet, and riding a loyely white Neapolitan barb, caparisoned 
with red velvet fringed and tasselled witii gold; a hundred 

8* 
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horsemen, armed cap-k-pie, rode behind him with iheir lanees 
erccted, the butt-end resting on the rnan's thigh. The 
cardinals went oncovered, all but one, de Medicis , who rode 
close to the Pope and conyersed with him as with an equaL 
At every fifteen steps the Pope stopped a single moment , and 
gave the people bis blessing, then on again. 

Gerard and the friar now came down, and threadlng some 
bj-streets reached the portico of one of the seven churehes. 
It was hung with black, and soon the Pope and cardinalsy wbo 
had entered the chnrch by another door, issued forth, and 
stood with torches on the steps, separated by barriers from 
the people ; then a canon read a Latin Bull, excommiinicating 
several persons by name, especially sudi princes as were 
keeping the Ghurch out of any of her temporal posses- 
sions. 

At this awfcil ceremony Gkrard trembled, and so did the 
people. Bat two of the cardinals spoiled the effect by lan^- 
ing unreservedly the whole time. 

When this was ended, the black doth was removed, and 
revealed a gay panoply; and the Pope blessed the people, 
and ended by throwing bis torch among them; so did two 
cardinals. InstanÜy there was a scramble for the torches: 
tiiey were fought for, and tom in pieces by the candidates , so 
deyoutly that small fragments were gained at the price of 
black eyea^ bloody noses, and bomt fingers ; in which hnrtling 
bis holiness and snite withdrew in peace. 

And now there was a cry , and the crowd roshed to a square 
where wasalarge, open stage: several priests were upon it 
praying. They rose, and with great ceremony donned red 
gloyes. Then one of their nnmber kneeled, and with signs of 
the lowest reverence drew forth £rom a shrine a square frame, 
like that of a mirror , and inside was as it were the impreasion 
ofaface. 

It was the Verom icon, or trae Impression of our Sayionr's 
face , taken at the very moment of bis most mortal agony for 
US. Beceived as it was without a grain of doubt, imagine how 
it moved eyerjr Christian heart. 
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l^lie people threw themselves on thelr face» when the 
priest raised it on high; and cries of pity were in every 
mouth, and tears in abnost every eye. After a while the 
people rose, and then the priests went round the platform, 
Bhowing it for a single moment to the nearest; and at each 
sight loud cries of pity and devotion borst forth. 

Soon after thi^ the friends feil in with a procession of 
Ftagellanis flogging their bare Shoulders tili the blood ran 
Streaming down; but without a sign of pain in their faces, and 
many of them laughing and jesting as they lashed. The by- 
standers out of pity offered them wine; they took it, but few 
drank it, they generally used it to free the tails of the cat, 
which were hard with clotted blood, and make the next stroke 
more efFective. Most of them were boys, and a young woman 
took pity on one fairurchin. '^Alast dear child/' said she, 

* * why wound thy white skin so ? " " Basta," said he, laughing, 

* * 'tis for y our sins I do it, not for mine." 

"Hear you that?" said the friar. "Show me the whip 
that can whip the yanity out of man's hearti The young 
monkey ; how knoweth he that stranger is a sinner more than 
he?" 

"Father,** said Gerard, '^surely this is not to ourLord's 
mind. He was so pitiful." 

"Our Lord?" said the friar, crossing bimself* "What 
has he to do with this? This was a custom in Borne six 
hundred years before he was bom. The boys used to go 
tbrough Ihe streets at the Lupercalia, flogging themselyes. 
And Üie married women used to shove in^ and try and get a 
blow from the monkey*8 scourges ; for these blows conferred 
fruitfulness — in those days. A foolish trick this flagellation ; 
but interesting to the bystander; reminds him of äe grand 
old heathen. We are so prone to forget all we owe them." 

Next they got into one of the seyen churches, and saw the 
Pope giye the mass. The ceremony was imposing, but again 
spoiled by the inconsistent conduct of the cardinals, and 
other prelates, who sat about the altar with their hats on, 
Chattering all through the mass like a flock of geese. 
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The euchanst in both kinds was tasted by aa fyffioMil be- 
fore the Pope would ventare on it: and this aurprised G^eraid 
bevond measure. '* Who ib that base man ? and what doth he 
there?" 

<^ Ob, that is 'the Pregoste,* and he tastes the eucharist bj 
way of precaution. This is the conntiy for poison ; axid none 
fall oftener by it than the poor Popes.*' 

'^Alas 1 80 1 have heard ; bat after the miracoloufl change of 
the bread and wine to Christ bis body and bloody poisoi 
cannot remain; gone is the bread with all its properties and 
accidents; gone is the wine." 

'< So says faith ; but experience teils another tale . Sc<nei 
have died in Italy poisoned in the host*' 

'^And I teil you, father, that were both bread and wine 
charged with direst poison before bis holiness had oonsecrated 
them,yet after consecration I would take them both withouteD 
fear." 

<< So woold I, bat for the fine arts.** 

"Whatmeanyou?" 

«Marry, that I woold be as ready to leave the world as 
thou, were it not for those arts, which beautify existence here 
below, andmakeitdeartomenof senseandedueation. No: 
so long as the Nine Muses strew my path with roses of leam- 
ing and art, me may Apollo inspire with wisdom and caution, 
that knowing the wües of my countrymen, I may eat poison 
neither at Gh>d's altar nor at a friend's table, since, whereyer I 
eat it or drink it, it will assuredly cut short my mortal thread ; 
and I am writing a book — heart and soul in it — ' TheDream 
of Polifilo ,* the man of many arts. So name not poison to me 
tili that is finished and copied." 

And now the great bells of St. John Lateran*s were rang 
with a clash at short intervals , and the people hurried thitfaer 
to see the heads of St. Peter and St. Paul. 

Grerard and the friar got a good place in the church, and 
there was a great curtain, and, after long and breathless ex- 
pectationof the people, this curtain was drawnbyjerks, and 
at a height of about thirty feet were two human heads with 
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beaxded faces, that seemed alive. They were shown no longer 
than the time to say an Ave Maria, and then the curtain 
drawn. But they were shown in thia fashion three times. 
St. Peter's complexion was pale, his face oval, his beard gray 
and forked; his head crowned with a papalmitre. St. Paul 
Tvas dark skinned, with a thick, square beard; his face 
also and head were more square and massive, and fiill of 
resolution. 

Gerard was awe-struck. The friar approved after his 
fashion. 

"This exhibition of the *imagines,* or waxen effigies of 
heroes and demigods, is a venerable custom, and inciteth the 
Tulgar to virtue by great and visible examples.'' 

" Waxen images? What, are they not the apostles them- 
selves, embabned, or the like?" 

The friar moaned. 

" They did not exist in the year 800. The great old Boman 
faxnilies always produced at their fiinerals a series of these 
^imagines,' thereby tying past and present history together, 
and showing the populace the features of far-famed worthies. 
I can conceive nothüig more thrilling or instructive. But then 
the effigies were portraits made during life or at the hour of 
death. These of St. Paul and St. Peter are moulded out of 
pure fancy.** 

"Ah ! say not so, father." 

"But the worst is, this himiour of showing them up on a 
sbelf, and half in the dark, and by snatehes, and with the poor 
mountebank trick of a drawn curtain. 

" Qttodconque ostendis mihi aic incrednlas odl. 

Enough ; the men of this day are not the men of old. Let us 
have done with these new-fangled mummcries, and go among 
the Pope's books; there we shall find the wisdom we shaU 
vainly hunt in the streets of modern Bome." 

And, this idea having once taken root, the good £riar 
plunged and tore through the crowd, and looked neither to 
the right band nor to the left, tili he had escaped the glorios of 
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ihe holy week, which had brought fifty thousand Btrangers 
to Rome; and had got nice and qniet among the dead in the 
library of the Yatican. 

Presently, going into G^rard's room, he foond a hot disjrate 
afoot, between him and Jacqnos Bonaventura. That spark 
had come in, all steel £rom head to toe ; doffed helmet, poffed, 
and railed most scomfiiily on a ridiculooB ceremony, at which 
he and bis soldiers had been compelled to attend the Pope ; to 
wit the blessing of the beasts of bürden. 

Gerard said it was not ridiculoas; nothing a Pope did 
coold be ridiculoas. 

The argument grew warm, and the Mar stood grimly 
neuter, waiting like the stork that ate the frog and the mouse 
atthe close oftiieir combat, to grind them both between tiie 
jawB of antiquity: when lo, the curtain was gently drawn, and 
there stood a venerable old man in a purple skull cap , with a 
beard like white floss silk, looking at them with a kind though 
feeble smile. 

"Happy youth," said he , "that can heat itself over such 
matters." 

They all feil on their knees. It was the Pope. 

"Nay, rise, my children," said he, almost peevishlv. 
"I came not into this comer to be in state. How goes 
Plutarch?" 

Gkrard brought bis work, and kneeling on one knee 
presented it to bis holiness, who had seated himself, the otheis 
Standing. 

His holiness inspected it with interest. " "Tis excellently 
writ," said he. 

G-erard's heart beat with delight 

"Ah! this Plutarch, he had awondrous art, Francesco. How 
each character standeth out alive on bis page : how füll of na- 
ture each, yet how unlike his fellow 1 " 

Jacqves Boruweniura.] " Give me the signor Boccaccio.'* 

His Holiness,] "An excellent narrator, Capitano, and 
writeth exquisite Italian. But in spirit a thought too monoton- 
ous. Monks and nuns were nerer all unchaste: one or two 
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such stories were right pleasant anddiverting; but five score 
paint bis time falsely, and sadden the heart of such as love 
mankind. Moreover he hath no skill at characters. Now this 
Greek is sapreme in that great art : he carveth them with pen : 
and, tuming his page , see into how real and great a world we 
enter of war, andpolicy, andbusiness, and love in its own 
place: for with him, as in the great world, men are not all 
running after a wench. With thifi great open field compare 
me not the narrow garden of Boccaccio, and his little mill- 
round of dishonest pleasores.'' 

^^Your holiness, thej say, hath not disdained to write a 
novel." 

"Mj holiness hath done more foolish things than one, 
whereof it repents too late. When I wrote novels I little 
thought to be head of the Church." 

"I search in vain for a copy of it to add to my poor 
library." 

"It is well. Then the strict Orders I gave four years ago 
to destroy every copy in Italy, have been well discharged. 
However, for your comfort on my being made Pope, some fool 
tumed it into French : so that you may read it , at the price of 
exüe." 

"Beduced to this strait we throw ourselves on yourholi- 
ness's generosity. Vouchsafe to give us your infallible judg- 
mentonitl" 

"Gently, gently, good Francesco. A Pope's novels are 
not matters of f aith. I can but give you my sincere Impres- 
sion. Well then the work in question had, as far as I 
remember, all the vices of Boccaccio, without his choice 
Italian." 

Fra Colonna.] "Your holiness is known for slighting 
^neas Silvius as other men never slighted him. I did him 
injustice to make you his judge. Perhaps your holiness will 
decide more justly between these two boys — about blessing 
the beasts." 

The Pope demurred. In speaking of Plutarch he had 
brightened up for a mojnent, and his eye had even flashed; 
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bat bis general manner was as onlike whatjonthfii] femakf 
ezpect in a Pope as you can conceire. I ean only describe it 
in French. Le gentilhomme blaz^. A high bred, and hi^^y 
cultiyated gentleman, who had done, and said, and seen, and 
known everything, and whose body was nearly wom out. Bat 
double langaor seem to seize him at the father's propoeaL 

<<My poor Francesco " said he *' bethink Ihee that I hMn 
had a life of controversy, and am sick on't, sick as death. 
Plutarch drew me to this calm retreat ; not divinity ." 

*' Nay, bat, yoar hoüness, for moderating of steifs betweeo 
two hot yoong bloods. 

*'And know you nature so iU, as to think either of these 
high-mettled yoaths will reck what a poor old Pope saith? " 

"0hl yoar holiness," broke in Q^rard, blushing and gasp- 
ing, "sure, here is one who will treasure your words alllus 
life as words from Heayen." 

" In that case ," said the Pope , '< I am fairly caugbt. Am 
Francesco here would say — 

**ovn tattv oatig %ai ocniq tlavd't^og,^ 

I came to taste that eloquent heathen, dear to me e'en as to 
thee, thou paynim monk; and I musttaUc diyinity, or some- 
thing nezt door to it. Bat the yoath hath a good , and a win- 
ningface, and writeth Greek like an angel. Wellthen, my 
children, to comprehend the ways of the Chorch, we shoold 
still rise a little aboye the earth, since the Church is between 
heaven and earth, and interprets betwixt them. 

" The qaestion is then , not how vulgär men feel , but how 
the common Creator of man and beast doth feel, towards the 
lower animals. This, if we are too proud to search for it in 
the lessons of the Church, the next best thing is to go to tlie 
most anoient history of men and animab." 

Colonna,] "Herodotus." 

*' Nay, nay ; in this matter Herodotua is but a mushroom. 
Finely were we sped for ancient history, if we depended on 
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your Grreeks, who did but write on the last leaf ofthat great 
book, Antiquity." 

Tiie £tiar groaned. Here was a Pope uttering heresj 
against his demigods. 

**'Tis the Vulgate I speak of. A history that handles 
matters three thousand years before him pedants call 'the 
Fatherof History.'" 

Colonna.] " Oh I the Vulgate ? I cry your holiness mercy. 
How you frightened me. I quite forgot the Vulgate." 

"Forgot it? art sure thou ever readst it, Francesco mio?" 

**Not quite, your holiness. 'Tis a pleasurel haye long 
promised myself , the first vacant moment Hitherto these 
grand old heathen haye left me small time for recreation." 

His Holiness.] ''First then you will find in Genesis that 
God, havingcreatedtheanimals, drewaholypleasure, un- 
definable by us, from contemplating of their beauty. Was it 
wonderful? See their myriad forms; Iheir lovely harr, and 
eyes, their grace, and of some the power and majesty : the 
colour of others , brighter than roses , or rubies. And when, 
forman'ssin, not their own, they weredestroyed, yetwere 
two of each kind spared. 

"And when the ark and its trembling inmates tumbled 
Bolitary on the world of water, then, saith tiie word, " God re- 
membered Noah, and the caxtle that were mth Um m Üie ark.** 

"ThereafterGoddid write hisrainbow in the skyas abond 
that earth should be flooded no more ; and between whom the 
bond? between God and man, nay: between God and man, and 
everylivingcreature ofall flesh; or mymemory falls me with age. 
In £zodus God commanded that the cattle should share the 
sweet blessing of the one day 's rest. Moreover he f orbade to 
muzzle the ox that trod out Üie com. ' Nay let the poor orer- 
wrought soul snatch a mouthful as he goes his toilsome round: 
the bulk of the grain shall still be fbr man.' Ye will object 
perchance that St. Paul, commenting this, saith rudely, 'Doth 
God care for oxen?' Verily, hadibeen Peter, insteadof the 
humblest of his successors, Ihad answered him, 'Drop thy 
theatrical poets, Paul, and read the scriptures: then shalt 
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thou know whether Qod careth only for men and sparrows, or 
for all bis creatures. Paul,* had I made bold to Bsy, *' think 
not to leam God by looking into Paul's heart, nor any heart 
of man, but study that wMch he bath revealed conceming 
bimself.' 

** Tbrice be forbade the Jews to boil tbe kid in bis motber's 
milk ; not tbat tbis is cruelty , but want of tbougbt and gentle 
sentiments , and so paves Üie way for downrigbt cruelty. A 
propbet riding on an ass did meet an angel. Wbich of these 
two, Paulo judice, had aeen tbe beavenly spirit? marry, the 
propbet. But it was not so. Tbe man, lus vision cloyed with 
sin, saw nought. The poor despised creature saw all. Nor 
is tbis reeorded as miraculous. Poor proud tbings, we orer- 
rate ourselves. The angel had slain tiie propbet and spared 
tbe ass, but for tbat creature's clearer vision of essences 
divine. He said so, metbinks. But in sootbiread itmanj 
years agone. Wby did God spare repentant Nineveb? Be- 
cause in tbat city were sixty thousand cbildren, besides mud 
cattle. 

" Profane bistory and vulgär experience add their mite of 
witness. The cruel to animals end in cruelty to man; and 
Strange and violent deaths , marked with retribution's bloody 
finger, have in all ages fallen from beaven on such as want- 
only barm innocent beasts. Tbis I myself have seen. All 
tbis duly weighed, and seeing tbat, despite tbis Francesco'» 
friends, tbe Stoics, who in their vanity say the creatures all 
subsist for man*s comfort, there be snakes and'scorpions 
wbich kill 'Dominum terrsB* with a nip , musquitoes which eat 
bim piecemeal, and tigers and sharks, wbich crack bim like an 
almond, we do well to be gratefiil to these true, faitbfol, 
patient fourfooted friends, whicb, in lieu of powdering us, put 
forth their strength to relieve our toils, and do feed us Üke 
motbers from their gentle dugs. 

"Metbinks then tbe Church is never more divine than in 
tbis benediction of our four-footed friends, wbich bas revolted 
yon great tbeological authority, the captain of tbe Pope's 
guards ; since bere she inculcates humility and gratitude, and 
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rises towards the level of the mind divine, and interprete God 
to man, God the creator, parent, and friend, of man and 
beast. 

"But all this, youngGenÜes, you will please to receive, 
not as deliyered by the Pope ex cathedra , but uttered care- 
lessly, in a free hour, by an aged clergyman. On that score 
you will perhaps do well to entertain it with some little consi- 
deration. For old age must surely bring a man somewhat, in 
retum for his digestion (hia ^dura puerormn ilia,' eh, Fran- 
cesco), which it carries away." 

Such was the purport of the Pope's discourse; but the 
manner high-bred, languid, kindly, and free from all tone of 
dictation. He seemed to be gently probing the matter in 
concert with his hearers, not playing Sir Oracle. At the 
bottom of all which was doubtless a sHght touch of humbug, 
but the humbug that embellishes life; and all sense of it was 
lost in the subtle Italian grace of the thing. 

"1 seem tohearthe oracleof Delphi," said FraColonna, 
enthusiastically. 

^*I call that good sense,** shouted Jacques Bonaventura. 
'^ Oh, captain , good sense ! " said Gerard , with a deep and 
tender reproach. 

The Pope smiled on Gerard. "Cavilnotatwords; that 
was an unheard-of coneession from a rlval theologian.** 

He then asked for all Gerard's work, and took it away in 
his band. But, before going, he gently puUed Fra Colonna's 
ear, and asked him whether he remembered when they were 
school-fellows together, and robbed the Virgin by the road- 
side of the money dropped into her box. *' You took a flat 
stick and applied birdlime to the top, and drew the money out 
through the chink, you rogue,'* said his holiness, severely. 

"To every signor his own honour ,** replied Fra Colonna. 
"It was your holiness's good wit invented the manoeuvre. I 
was but the humble instrument. ** 

" It is well- Doubtless you kno w *twas sacrilege." 
"Of the first water: but I did it in such good companyi 
it troubles me not." 
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'*Hamph! I have not even that poor consolation. What 
did W6 spend it in, dost mind?** 

*' Can your holiness ask? whj, sugar-ploms." 

«What,allon't?" 

"Every doit." 

** These are delightfol reminiscences, my Francesco. Alasl 
I am gettmg old. I shall not be here long. And I am bottj 
for it, for ^y sake. They will go and bom thee when I am 
gone. Art far more a heretie than Hoss , whom I saw bamed 
with these eyes ; and oh, he died like a martyr." 

'^Ay , your holiness: bat I believe in the Pope; and Hoss 
did not." 

''Fox! They will not bnm thee; woodistoodeaz. Adieu, 
old playmate ; adieu, young gentlemen ; an old man*8 blessing 
be on you." 

That affcemoon the Pope's secretary bronght G^rard a 
little bag: in it were several gold pieces. 

He added them to bis störe. 

Margaret seemed nearer and nearer. 

For some time past, too, it appeared as if the fairies had 
watched over him. Baskets of choiee provisions and froitB 
were bronght to bis door by porters, who knew not who had 
employed them, or afPected ignorance; and one day came a 
jewel in a letter, bat no words. 

CHAPTEB XL 

Thx Princess Clffilia ordered a full-length portrait of her- 
seif. Gerard adyised her to employ bis Mend Pietro YanuccL 

But she declined. '''Twill be time to put a slight on the 
Gerardo, when bis work discontents me.'* , Then Gerard, 
who knew he was an exceUent draughtsman, but not so good 
a colourist, begged her to stand to him as a Roman statne. 
He showed her how closely he could mimic marble on paper. 
She consented at first; but demurred when this enthusiast 
explained to her that she must wear the tunic, toga, and 
saudals of the ancients. 
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'*Why, Ihad as lieve be presented in my Bmock,** said 
ehe, with mediseval frankness. 

^'Alack! signorina," said Gerard, "youhavesureljnever 
noted the ancient habit; so free, so ample, so simple, jet 
so noble ; and most becoming joor highness, to whom Heaven 
hath given the Boman features, and eke a shapelj arm and 
band, hid in modern guise." 

"What, can you liatter, like the rest, G^rardo? Well, 
give me time to think on't. Come o* Saturdaj, and then I 
Tvill say ay or nay." 

The respite Üius gained was passed in making the tonio 
and toga, &c., and trying them on in her Chamber, to see 
whether tiiey suited her style of beauty well enough to com- 
pensate their being a thousand years out of date. 

G^rard, hurrying along to this interview, was suddeni^ 
arrested, and rooted to earä at a shop-window. 

His qnick eye had discemed in that window a copy of 
Lactantias, lying opeu. "That is fairly writ, any way," 
thought he. 

He eyed it a moment more with all his eyes. 

It was not written at all. It was printed^ 

Gerard groaned. "lamsped; mineenemyisatthedoor. 
The press is in Rome." 

He went into the shop, and, affecting nonchalanee, in- 
quired how long the printing-press had been in Bome. The 
man said he believed there was no such thing in the city. 
"Oh, the Lactantius; that was printed on the top of the 
Apennines." 

"What, did the printing-press fall down there out o*the 
moon?" 

"Nay, messer,'' said the trader, laughing, "it shot up 
there out of Germany . See the title-page I " 

G^rard took the Lactantius eagerly, and saw the foUow- 
ing: — 

Opera et impensis Sweynhoim et Pannartz 

Alumnorum Joannis Fust. 

Impressum Subiacis. a.i>. 1465. 
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The antique toga left quite disengaged a bare arm, M 
now Beeined as powerfiil as it was beautifdl: it rose and fei 
like the piston of a modern steam-engine, and hesLvy sl^ 
resoonded one after another on Floretta*8 Shoulders ; the h^ 
one drove her sobbmg and screaming through the cmrtm 
and there she was heard crying bitterlj for some time after. 

''Saintsofheaven!** criedG^rard, *<what isamiBs? wht 
hathshedone?" 

"She knows right well. Tis not the first time. Tk 
nasty toadi TU leam her to come to me stinking of Ük 
mußk-cat." 

"Alas ! signora, 'twas a small fault, methinks." 

"A small fault? Nay, 'twas a foul fault.** She added 
with an amazing sudden descent to humility and sweetaeo. 
"Are you wroth with me for beating her, Gerar-do?" 

"Signora, it ill becomes me to school you; bat methinki 
such as Heaven appoints to govem others shoold govexE 
themselves." 

"That is ü'ue, Gerardo. How wise you are, to be sc 
young." She then called the other maid, and gave hert 
little purse. "Take that to Floretta, and teil her ^Üit 
Gerardo' hath interceded for her; and so I must needs forgive 
her. There, Gerardo." 

Gerard coloured all over at the complunent; but not know- 
ing how to tum a phrase equal to the occasion, asked her if 
he should resume her picture. 

"Not yet; beating that hussy hath somewhat breathed 
me. ril Sit a while, and you shall talk to me. I know jw 
can talk, an it pleases you, as rarely as you draw." 

"That were easily done." 

" Do it then, Gerardo." 

Gerard was taken aback. 

"But, signora, I know not what to say. This is sadden." 

" Say your real mind. Say you wish you were anywhere 
but here." 

"Nay, signora, that would not be sooth. I wish one thing 
though." 
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"A7, and wliat la that?" said she, gentlj. 

^'I wish I could have drawn jou as 70a were beatiug that 
poor lass. You were awful, yet lovelj. Oh, what a subject 
foraPythonessI" 

'^AlasI he thinks but of his art. And why keep such a 
coli about mj beautj, Gerardo? You are far fairer thani 
am. You are more fike Apollo than I to Venus. Also, you 
have lovely hair, and lovely eyes — but you know not what to 
dowiththem." 

"Ay, do I. To draw you, signora." 

'<Ah, yes; you can see my featnres with them; but you 
cannot see what any Roman gallant had seen long ago in 
your place. Yet sure you must have noted how welcome you 
are to me, Gerardo ? " 

^'I can see your highness is always passing kind to me ; a 
poor stranger like me.** 

'^No, I am not, Gkrardo. I have oftenbeencoldto you; 
mde Bometimes; and you are so simple you see not the cause. 
Alas! I feared for my own heart I feared to be your slave. 
Iwho have hitherto made slaves. Ah! Gerardo, I am un- 
happy. Ever since you came here I have lived upon your 
Visits. The day you are to come I am bright. The other 
days I am listless, and wish them fled. You are not like the 
fioman gallants. You make me hate them. You are ten 
times braver to my eye ; and you are wise and scholarly, and 
nerer flatter and lie. I scom a man that lies. Gerar-do; 
teach me thy magic; teach me to make thee as happy by my 
aide as I am still by thine.** 

As ehe poured out these stränge words, the princess*s 
mellow voice sunk almost to a whisper, and trembled with 
half-Buppressed passion, and her white band stole timidly 
yet eamestly down Gerard*s arm, tili it rested like a soft bird 
upon his wrist, and as ready to fly away at a word. 

Destitute of vanity and experience, wrapped up in hia 
Margaret and his art, Gerard had not seen this revelation 
Coming, though it had come by regulär and visible gra- 
dations. 

9* 
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He bloshed all over. His innocent admiration of ^ 
regal beauty that besieged him, did not for a moment dis- 
place the absent Margaret's Image. Yet it was regal beantj, 
and wooing with a grace and tendemess he had never eres 
figured in imagination. How to check her without woiiiidizii 
her? 

He blushed and trembled. 

The siren saw, and encooraged him. "PoorGherardo,' 
she mormared, '<fear not; none shall ever härm thee nnder 
mj wmg. Wilt not speak to me, €krar-do mio? ** 

" Signora ! " mattered Gerard, deprecatinglj. 

At this moment his eye, lowered in his confüsion, feil m 
the shapeiy white ann and delicate band that cnrled round 
his elbow like a tender vine, and it flashed across him how he 
had just Seen that lorely limb employed on Floretts. 

He trembled and blushed. 

''Alas!" Said the princess, '*! scare him. Am I liien so 
▼ery terribie ? Is it my Romail robe ? 111 doff it , and habit 
me as when thou itet camest to me. Mindest thou? 'Twas 
to write a letter to yon harren knight Ercole d'Orsini. Shall I 
teil thee? *twa8 the sight of thee, and thy pretty ways, and 
thy wise words, made me hate him on the instant I liked the 
fool well enough before; or wist I liked him. Tellme now 
how many times hast thou been here since then. Ahl thou 
knowest not; lorest me not, I doubt, as I love thee. Eighteen 
times, Gerardo. And each time dearer to me. The day thou 
comest not 'tis night not day, to Clsalia. Alas ! I speak fbr 
both. Cruel boy, am I not worth a word? Hast eveiy 
day a princess at thy feet? Nay, prithee, prithee, speak to 
me, Gerar-do." 

"Signora," faltered Gerard, "whatcanisay, that were 
not better left unsaid? Oh evil day that ever I came here." 

"Ah! say not so. 'Twas the brightest day ever shone on 
me; or indeed on thee. TU make thee confess so mnch ere 
long, ungrateful one." 

" Your highness,'* began Gerard, in a low, pleading yoiee. 

" Call me Claelia, Gerar-do." 
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« Signora, I am too young and too little wise to know how 
I onght to speak to jou, so as not to seem blind nor jet nn- 
gratefal. But this I know, I wero both naught and un- 
grateftd, and the worst foe e*er 70a had, did I take ad- 
yantage of this mad fancj. Sure Bome ill spirit hath had 
leave to afflict jou witlial. For Hds all annatural that a prin- 
cess adomed witb every grace should abäse her afPeotions on 
achurl." 

The princess withdrew her hand slowly £rom Gerard*s 
wrist. 

Yet as it passed lightly over his arm it seemed to linger a 
moment at partiag. 

'^You fear the daggers of my kinsmen,*' said she, half 
sadly, half eontemptuously. 

<<No more than I fear the bodkms of your women,'* said 
G^rard, haughtily. '* But I fear God and the saints, andmy 
own conscience." 

''The truth, Gerardo, the truth ! Hypocrisy sits awkward- 
ly on theo. Princesses, while they are young, are not despised 
for love of God, but of some otber woman. Teil me whom 
thott lovest : and if ahe is worthy thee I wiU forgive thee/* 

''No ahe in Italy, upon my soul." 

"Ahl there ifl <me somewhere, then. YIThere? where?" 

"In Holland, my natire country." 

"Ahl Marie de Bourgoyne is fair, they say. Yet she is 
butachild." 

"Princess, she I love is not noble* She is asi am. Nor 
is she 80 f air as thou. Yetis she fair; and linked to my heart 
for ever by her virtues , and by all the dangers and grief s we 
have bome together, and for one another. Forgive me; but 
I would not wrong my Margaret for all the highest dames in 
Italy." 

The slighted beauty started to her feet, and stood opposite 
him, as beautiful, but far more terribie than when she slapped 
Ploretta, for then her cheeks were red, but now they were 
pale, and her eyes fall of concentrated fdry. 

" This to my face, unmannered wretch," she cried. " Was 
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I bom to be insulted, as well as scomed, bysocb as llioal 
Beware 1 We nobles brook no rivals. Bethink thee ^vdietkr 
is better, the love of aCesanni, or her hate: for after alll 
have Said and done to thee, it most be love or hate between a 
and to the death. Choose now ! *' 

He looked up at her with wonder and awe, as sfae etooi 
towering over him in her Boman toga, offering this stränge 
alternative. 

He seemed to have affironted a goddess of antiqnity; het 
poor puny mortal. 

He sighed deeply, bat spoke not. 

Perhaps something in his deep and patient sigh toucbe^ 
a tender chord in that ungovemed Creatore; or periiaps ik 
time had come for one passion to ebb and anol^er to flov. 
The princesB sank langoidij into a seat, and the tears begai 
to steal rapidly down her cheeks. 

"Alas! alas!** said Gerard. "Weep not, sweet lady; 
jo\a tears they do accose me , and I am like to weep for Com- 
pany. My kind patron; be yourselfl you will Uve to see 
how much better a friend I was to you than I seemed." 

"I see it now, Gkrardo," said the princess. "Priendii 
the Word: the only word can ever pass between us twain. I 
was mad. Any other man had ta'en advantage of my fbllj. 
You must teach me to be yoor Mend and nothing more." 

G-erard hailed this proposition with joy; and told her ont 
of Cicero how godlike a thing was friendship , and how mndi 
better and rarer and more lasting than love: to prore to her 
he was capable of it, he even told her about Denys and him 
seif. 

She listened with her eyes half shut, watching his words to 
fathom his character, and leam his weak point. 

At last, she addressed him calmly tiias : '^Leave me now, 
G-erardo ; and come as nsual to-morrow. You will find yonr 
lesson well bestowed." She held out her band to him: h 
kissed it; and went away pondering deeply this stränge 
interview, and wondering whether he had done prudentlyoi 
not. 
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The next day he was receired with marked distance , and 
the princess stood before hiin literallj like a statue , and after 
a yery short sitting, excused herseif and dismissed him. 
G^erard feit the chilhngdifference: but said to himself , ^'She 
is wise." So she was in her waj. 

The next day, he foond the princess waitmg for hun sur- 
rounded bj yoong nobles flattermg her to the skies. She and 
they treated him like a dog that coold do one little trick they 
Goiüd not. The cavaliers in particolar eriticised his work 
with a mass of ignorance and insolence combined that made 
his cheeks biim. 

The princess watched his face demorely with half-closed 
eyes,, at each sting the insects gave him: and when they had 
fled, had her doors closed against every one of them for their 
pains. 

The next day Gerard found her alone: cold, and silent. 
Alter Standing to him so some time, she said , << You treated 
my Company with less respect than became you.'* 

"Didl, signora?" 

"Did you? you fired up at the comments they did you the 
honoor to make on your work." 

"Nay, Isaidnought," observed Gerard. 

'*0h, high iooks speak as piain as high words. Your 
cheeks were red as blood.'* 

<( I was nettled a moment at seeing so mach ignorance and 
ill-natnre together.** 

"Now it is me, their hostess, you afi&ont." 

^'Forgive me, signora, and acqnit me of design. It woold 
illhecome me to afiront the kindest patron and friend I have 
in Borne — but one." 

'*How hmnble we are all of a sudden. In sooth, Ser 
Gerardo, you are a capital feigner. You can insult or truckle 
atwill." 

"Truckle? towhom?" 

"Tome, for one; toone, whomyouaffirontedforabase- 
hom girl like yourself : but whose patronage you claim all 
the same." 



136 THE 0LOISTC& 

Gkrard rose , and put bis band to bis beart '' Tliete M 
biting words, signora. Have I reallj deserved them ? " 

''Ob, wbat are words to an adventorer like you? od 
steel iB all jou fear.** 

"I am no swasbbuckler, jet I bave met steel with itei 
and metbinks I bad ratber face yoor kinsmen's swords tb 
yoor cmel tongue, lady. Wbydojounsemeso?" 

«Gkrar-do, for no good reason, bat becanse I am m^ 
ward, andsbrewitb, andcnist, and beeaase everybody d 
mires me but you." 

'' I admire you too, signora. Yonr friends may flatter ytn 
more ; but believe me tbey bave not Üie eye to see baJf yoor 
cbarmB. Tbeir babble yesterday abowed me that. None 
admire you more truly, or witb you better, tban the poa 
artist, wbo migbt not be yonr lover, but boped to be j<m 
friend: but no, I see tbat may not be between one so hl^ ai 
you, and one so low as L" 

''Ay! but it sball, Gerardo," said tbe princess eagerij. 
'T will not be so curat. Teil me now, wbere abides tiij 
Margaret; and I wiU give tbee a present for ber ; and on that 
you and I will be friends." 

" Sbe is tbe daugbter of a pbysician called Peter, and they 
bide at Sevenbergen; ab me, sball I e'er see it again? " 

'' *TiB well. Now go.'* And sbe dismissed bim somewhat 
abruptly. 

Poor Gerard. He began to wade in deep waters 'vdien he 
encountered tbis Italian princess; callida et calida solis filia. 
He resolved to go no more wben once be bad finisbed her 
likeness. Indeed be now regretted baving undertaken so 
long and laborious a task. 

Tbis resolution was sbaken for a moment by bisnextre- 
ception, wbicb was all gentleness and kindness. 

After Standing to bim some time in ber toga, sbe said she 
was fatigued, and wanted bis assistance in anotber way: 
would be teacb ber to draw a little? He sat down beside ber, 
and taugbt ber to make easy lines. He found ber wonder* 
fully apt. He said so. 
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**I had a teacher before thee , Gerar-do. Ay, and one as 
handsome as thyself.*' She then went to a drawer, aud 
brought out several heads drawn with a complete ignorance 
of the art , but with great patience and natural talent. Thej 
wcre all heads of Gerard, and fall of spirit: and really not 
unlike. One was his very Image. " There," said she. "Now 
thou seest who was mj teacher.'' 
"Notl, signora." 

"What, ^ow you not who teaches us women to do all 
things? 'Tis love, Gerar-do. Love made me draw because 
thou drawest, Gerar-do. Love prints thine image in my 
bosom. My fingers touch the pen, and love supplies the 
want of art, and lo ! thy beloved features lie upon the paper." 
Gerard opened his eyes with astonishment at this retum 
to an interdicted topic. '^Oh, signora, you promised me to 
be firiends and nothing more." 

She laughed in his face. ^'How simple you are ; who be- 
lieves a woman promising nonsense , impossibilities? Friend- 
ship, foolish boy, who ever built iiiat temple on red ashes? 
Nay, Gerardo," she added gloomily, ^'between thee andme 
it most be love or hate." 

"Which you will, signora," said Gerard, firmly. "But 
for me I will neither love nor hate you; but with your per- 
mission I will leave you." And he rose abruptly. 

She rose as pale as death, and said, ^'£re thouleavest 
meso, know thyfate; outside that door are armedmenwho 
wait to slay thee at a word from me." 

" But you will not speak that word , signora." 
'^That word I will speak. Nay, more, I shall noise it 
abroad it was for proffering brutal love to me thou wert 
slain; and I will send a special messenger toSevenbergen: a 
cunning messenger, well taught his lesson. Thy Margaret 
shall know thee dead, and think thee faithless; now, go to 
thygrave; adog's. For a man thou art not." 

Gerard tumed pale , and stood dumbstricken. " God have 
mercy on us both." 

"Nay, have thou mercy on her, and on thyself . She will 
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never know in Holland what thou dost in Borne; unless Ibe 
driven to teil her mj tale. Come ; 3deld thee , G^erar-do mio: 
what will it cost thee to saj thou lovest me ? 1 ask thee bot to 
feign it handsomelj. Thou art young: die not for the poor 
pleasure of denying a ladj what — Üie shadow of a heari 
Who will shed a tear for thee? I teil thee men will lau^h, not 
weep, over thj tombstone — ah!" She ended in a little 
scream, for Gerard threw himself in a moment at her feet, 
and poured out in one torrent of eloquence the story of his 
loYe and Margaretes. How he had been imprisoned , honted 
with bloodhounds for her, driven to exile for her; how she had 
shed her blood for him, and now pined at home. How he had 
walkedthrough£urope, environedhyperils, tombysavage 
brutes, attacked by forious men, with sword and axe and 
trap, robbed, shipwrecked for her. 

The princess trembled, and tried to get away from him: 
but he held her rohe, he clung to her, he made her hear bis 
pitiful Story and Margaretes; he caught her band, and 
clasped it between both his, and bis tears feil fast on her 
band, as he implored her to think on all the woes of the true 
lovers she would part ; and what but remorse , swift and last- 
ing, could come of so deep a love betrayed, and so false a 
love feigned , with mutual hatred lurking at the bottom. 

In such moments none ever resisted Gerard. 

The princess, after in vain trying to get away firom him, 
for she feit bis power over her, began to waver, and sigh, 
and her bosom to rise and fall tumultuously, and her fieiy 
eyes to fiU. 

"You conquer me," she sobbed. "You, or my better 
angel. LeaveBome!" 

"IwiU, IwiU." 

" If you breathe a word of my folly, it will be your last** 

"Think not so poorly of me. You are my benefactress 
once more. Is it for me to slander you ? " 

" Go I I will send you the means. I know myself ; if you 
croBS my path again, I shall kill you. Addio; my heart is 
broken.** 
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She touched her bell. " Floretta ," said ßhe , in a choked 
voice , " take him safe out of the house through my Chamber 
and hy the aide postern." 

He tumed at the door; she was leaning with one hand on 
a chair, crying, with averted head. Then he thought only 
of her kindness, and ran back and kissed her robe. She 
never moyed. 

Once clear of the house he darted home, thanking Heaven 
forhisescape, soulandbody. 

'^ Landlady/* said he , '^ there is one would pick a quarrel 
with me. YIThat is to be done ? " 

'^ Strike him first , and at vantage ! Gtet behind him ; and 
then draw." 

'^Alas, I lack your Italian courage. To be serious, 'tis 
a noble." 

^'Oh, holy saints, that is another matter. Change thy 
lodging awhile, and keep snug; and alter the fashion of thy 
habits." 

She then took him to her own niece, who let lodgings at 
some little distance , and installed him there. 

He had little to do now, and no pnncess to draw, so he 
set himself resolutely to read that deed of Floris Brandt, firom 
which he had hitherto been driven by the abominably bad 
writing. He mastered it, and saw at once that the loan on 
this land must have been paid over and over again by the 
rents, and that Ghysbrecht was keeping Peter Brandt out 
of his own. 

"Fooll not tohave read this before," hecried. Hehired 
a horse and rode down to the nearest port. A yessel was to 
sali for Amsterdam in four days. 

He took a passage ; and paid a small sum to secure it. 
" The land is too fidl of cut-throats for me," said he ; " and 
'tis lovely fair weather for the sea. Our Dutch skippers are 
not shipwrecked like these bungling Italians." 

When he retumed home there sat his old landlady with 
her eyes sparkling. 

'^You are in lack, my young master," said she. *'AU 
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the fish run to jotir net this day methinks. See what a bc- 
quej hath brought to our hoose 1 This bill and this h&g. " 

Gerard broke the seals, and foond it fall of silyer crowns. 
The letter contained a mere sllp of paper with this line, cut 
out of some MS. — *' La lingoa non ha osso , ma fa rompere il 
dosso.*' 

'<Fear me not!*' said Gerard, aloud. "Tll keep mine 
between mj teeth." 

"What isthat?" 

"Oh, nothing. Aminothappj, dame? I am going back 
to my sweetheart with monej in one pocket, and land in the 
other." And he feU to dancing round her. 

"Well," said she, "I trow nothing could make yon 
happier." 

"Nothing , except to be there." 

"Well, that is a pity, for Ithought to make yon a üttld 
happier with a letter from Holland." 

" A letter? for me? where? how? who brought it? Oh, 
dame!" 

" A stranger; a painter, with a reddish face and an out- 
landishname; Anselmin, Itrow." 

"HansMemliug? aMend ofmine. Grod bless him ! " 

"Aj, that is it; Anselmin. He could scarce speak » 
Word, but a had the wit to name thee: and aputs the letter 
down, and a nods and smiles, and I nods and smiles, and 
gives him a pint o' wine, and it went down him like a 
spoonful." 

"That isHans, honest Hans. Oh, dame, I am in luck 
to-day: but I deserve it. For, I care not if I teil you, I 
have just overcome a great temptation for dear Margaretes 
sake." 

"Who is she?" 

" Nay, I'd have my tongue cut out sooner than betray her, 
but oh it was a temptation. Gratitude pushing me wrong, 
Beauty almost divinepullingmewrong: curses, reproaches, 
and, hardest of all to resist, gentle tears from eyes used to 
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command. Sure some saint helped me; Anthony belike. 
But my reward vn come." 

"Ay, iait, lad; andnofartheroffthanmypocket. Come 
out, Gerard's reward," and ehe brought a letter out of her 
capacious pocket. 

Gerard threw his arm round her neck and hugged her. 
"My best friend," said he, "mysecond mother, TU read it 
to you." 

"Ay, do, do." 

'* Alas! it iß not f^m Margaret. This is not her band." 
And he tumed it about. 

^'Alack; but may be her bill is within. The lasses are 
aye for gliding in their bills under cover of another band." 

" True. Whoße band is this? sure I have seen it. I trow 
'tis my dear friend the demoiselle Van Eyck. Oh, then Mar- 
garets bill will be inside." He tore itopen. "Nay, 'tis all 
in one writing. * Gerard, my well-beloved son,' (she never 
called me that before that I mind) 'this letter brings thee 
beavy news from one would liever send thee joyful tidings. 
Know that Margaret Brandt died in these arms on Thursday 
sennight last.' (What does the doting old woman mean by 
that?) *The last worden her lips was ""Gerard:"" she said 
" "TeU bim Iprayed for bim at mylast hour : and bid bim pray 
for me."" She died very comfortable, and I saw her laid in 
the earth , for her father was useless , as you shall know. So 
no more at present from her that is with sorrowing heart thy 
lovingMend and serrant, 'Maboabbt Van Eyck.' 

" Ay, that is her signature sure enough. Now what d'ye 
think ofthat, dame?" eried Gerard, with a grating laugh. 
" There is a pretty letter to send to a poor fellow so far from 
bome. But it is Beicht He3nies I blame for humouring the 
old woman and letting her do it; as for the old woman her- 
seif, she dotes, she has lost her head, she isfburscore. Oh, 
my heart, Fm choking. For all that she ought to be locked 
up, or her hands tied. Say this had come to a fooll say I 
was idiot enough to believe this; knowye whati should do? 
ran to the top of the highest church tower in Bome and fling 
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myselfoffit, cursing Heaven. Woman! woman! whatare 
70U doing?" And he seized her radelj by the Shoulder. 
" What are ye weeping for?" he cried in a voice all unlike 
his own, and louü and hoarse as araven. *' Would ye scaid 
me to death with yoor tean? She believes it She belietei 
it. Ah! ah! ah! ah! ah! ah! — Then there is no GUkL" 



The poor woman Bighed and rocked henelf. '* And mmt 
Ibe the oneto bring itthee all smiling and smirking? Icook 
kill myaelf for*t. Death spares none," she sobbed. ^< Deati 
Bpares none." 

G^rard staggered against the window sill. ''Bat He ü 
master of dea^,*' he groaned. ''Or they have taught me a 
lie. 1 begin to fear there is no God, and the saints are bot 
deadbones, and hell ismasterof the world. Mypretty Mar- 
garet; my sweet, my loving Margaret The best daughter, 
the traest lover! the pride of Holland! the darling of tiie 
World ! It iB a lie. Where is this caitiff Hans? I'U hont hiiB 
round the town. 111 cram his murdering falsehood down ha 
throat." 

And he seized his hat and ran furiously abont Üie streeti 
for hours. 

Towards sunset he came back white as a ghost. He had 
not found Memling : but his poor mind had had time to realiM 
the woman's simple words , äiat Death spares none. 

He crept into the house bent, and feeble as an old man, 
and refused all food. Nor would he speak, but sat, white, 
with great staring eyes, muttering at intenrals ''there is no 
God." 

Alarmed both on his account and on herown(for he looked 
a desperate maniac) , his landlady ran for her aunt 

The good dame came, and the two women, braver together, 
Bat one on each side of him , and tried to sooüie him with kind 
and consoling voices. But he heeded them no more than the 
chairs they sat on. Then the younger held a cruci£x out be* 
fore him, to aid her. "Maria, mother of heaven, comfort 
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Idm/' they sighed. Bat he sat glaring, deaf to all extemal 
Bounds. 

Presently, without any waming, he jumped up, strack 
the crucifix rudely out of his way with a curse, and made a 
headlong dash at the door. The poor women shrieked. Bat, 
ere he reached the door, somethiDg seemed to them to drawhim 
up straight by his hair, and twirl him round like a top. He 
-whirled twice round with arms extended; then feil like a dead 
log upon the floor, with blood trickling £rom his nostrils and 



CHAPTER XII. 

Gebabd retumed to consciousness and to despair. 

On the second day he was raving with fever on the brain. 
On a table hard by lay his rieh aubum hair, long as a 
T7oman*s. 

The deadlier Symptoms succeeded one another rapidly. 

On the fifth day his leech retired and gave him up. 

On the sunset ofthat same day he feil into a deep sleep. 

Some Said he would wake only to die. 

But an old gossip , whose opinion carried weight (she had 
been a professional nurse), declared that his youth might 
save him yet, could he sleep twelve hours. 

On this his old landlady cleared the room and watched him 
alone. She vowed a wax candle to the Virgin for every hour 
he should sleep. 

He slept twelve hours. 

The good soul rejoiced, and thanked the Virgin on her 
knees. 

He slept twenty-four hours. 

His kind nurse began to doubt. At the thirtieth hour she 
sent for the woman of art. "Thirty hours! shall we wake 
him?" 

The other inspected him closely for some time. 

"His breath is even, his band moist. I know there be 
ieamed leeches would wake him, to lookathistongue, and 
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be none the wiser; bat we that be women shoold have Üib 
■ense to let boon Natare alone. When did sleep ever ham 
the racked brain or the tom heart? " 

Whenhehad been forty-eight hours asleep, it got wind, 
and thej had mach ado to keep the corioas oat But thej 
admitted onlj Fra Colonna and his fiiend the gigantic Fra 
Jerome. 

These two relieyed the women, and sat silent; the foimer 
eyeing his joang friend with tears in his eyes , the latter wüh 
beads in his band looked as cahnly onhim, ashehad ontiie 
sea when Gerard and he encoantered it band to band. 

At last, I think it was aboat the sixtieth hoor of this 
Strange sleep, the landlady toached Fra Colonna with hei 
elbow. He looked. Gerard had opened his eyea as geaüj 
as if he had been bat dozing. 

He stared. 

He drew himself ap a little in bed. 

He put his band to his head , and foond his hair was gone. 

He noticed his friend Colonna, and smiled with pleasore. 
But in the middle of smiling his face stopped, and was con- 
Yulsed in a moment with anguish onspeakable, and he uttered 
a loud cry, and tumed his face to the wall. 

His good landlady wept at this. She had known what it is 
to awake bereaved. 

Fra Jerome recited canüdes, and prajers £rom his bre- 
viary. 

Gerard rolled himself in the bed-clothes. 

Fra Colonna went to bim, and, whimpering, reminded 
bim that all was not lost. The divine muses were iminortal. 
He must transfer his afifection to them; they would never 
betray him nor fail bim like creatures of clay. The good, 
simple father then hurried away ; for he was overcome by his 
emotion. 

Fra Jerome remained behind. "Toung man,** said he, 
^Hhe Muses exist but in the brains of pagans and visionaries. 
The Church alone gives repose to the heart on earth , and 
happiness to the soul hereafter. Hath earth deceived theej 
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lath passion broken thy heart after tearing it, the Church 
>pens her arms: consecrate thj gifts to her! The Church is 
peace of mind." 

He spoke these words solenmlj at the door and was gone 
as Boon as they were uttered. 

^^ The Church 1 " cried Gerard, rbing fiiriously and shaking 
his fist after the friar. "Malediction on the Church I But for 
the Church I should not lie broken here, and she lie cold, cold, 
cold, in Holland. mj Margaret! mj darlingl mjdar- 
ling l And I must run from thee the f ew months thou hadst to 
live. Cruell cruell Themonsters, they let her die. Death 
comes not without some signs. These the blind, selfish 
wretches saw not, or recked not; but I had seen them , I that 
loYe her. Oh, had I been there, I had saved her, I had 
Bavedher. Idiot! idiot! to leave her for a moment." 
He wept bitterly a long time. 

Then, suddenlj bursting into rage again, he cried yehe- 
mently , " The Church I for whose sake I was driven from her; 
my malison be on the Church! and the hypocrites that name 
it to my broken heart Accursed be the world! Ghysbrecht 
hyes; Margaret dies. Thieves, murderers, harlots, live for 
ever. Onlj angels die. Curse life! Curse death! and who- 
soever made them what they are ! " 

The friar did not hear these mad and wicked words; but 
oniy the y eil of rage with which they were flung after him. 

It was as well. For , if he had heard them , he would have 
had bis late shipmate bumed in the forum with as little hesita- 
tion as he would have roasted a kid. 

His old landlady, who had accompahied Fra Colonna 
down the stair, heard the raised voice, and retumed in some 
anxiety. 

She found Gerard putting on his clothes , and crying. 
She remonstrated. 

" What availsmylying here?" said he gloomily. "CanI 
find here that which I seek? " 

" Saints preserve US.! Is he distraught again? What seek 
ye?" 

The aoister and the Hearth, ü, 10 
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"ObHvion." 1 

"ObliTion, my little heart? Oh, but yare yonngt» 
talkso." 

" Young or old, what eise have I to live for?*' 

He put on bis best clothes. 

The good dame remonstr ated. ' ^ My pretty G^rard , know 
that it is Tuesday, not Sunday." 

<<0h, Tuesday isit? I thought it had been Satnrday." 

*' Nay, thou has slept long. Thou neyer wearest thy briTe 
clothes on working days. Consider." 

*^What I did, when she lived, I did. Now I shalldo 
whatever erst I did not. The past is the past. There lies mj 
hair , and with it my way of lif e. I have served one Master a 
well as I coidd. Tou see my reward. Now 1*11 serye anotfaer, 
and give him a fair trial too." 

^^Alas!** sighed the woman, tuming pale, ''what mean 
these dark words? and what new master is this whose service 
thou wouldst try ? " 

"Satan." 

And with this horrible declaration on his lips the miserable 
creature walked out with his cap and feather set jauntilyon 
one side, and feeble limbs, and a sinister face pale as ashes, 
and all drawn down as if by age. 



CHAPTEE XIII. 

A DABK cloud feil on a noble mind. 

His pure and unrivalled love for Margaret had been hi» 
polar Star. It was quenched , and he drifted on the gloomy 
seaofnohope. 

Nor was he a prey to despair alone , but to exasperation at 
all his self-denial, fortitude, perils, virtue, wasted and 
worse than wasted ; for it kept buming and stinging him, that, 
had he stayed lazily, selfishly, athome, he should have s&yeä 
his Margaretes life. 

These two poisons, raging together in his young blood, 
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caaddened and demoralized liim. He rnshed ' fiercelj into 
pleasnre. And in those dajs , even more than now, pleasure 
was vice. 

Wine, women, gambling, whatever could procnre him 
an lioiir*8 excitement and a moment's oblivion. He plunged 
into these things , as men fdred of life have roshed among the 
enemy's bullets. 

The large sums he had put by for Margaret gave him 
ample means for debauchery, and he was soon the leader of 
those loose companions he had hitherto kept at adistance. 
His heart deteriorated along with his morals. 
He sulked with his old landladyfor thrusting gentle advice 
and waming on him; and finally removed to another part of 
the town, to be clear of remonstrance, and reminiscences. 
When he had carried this game on some time, his band be- 
eame less steady, and he could no longer write to satisfy him- 
seif. Moreoyer his patience declined as the habits of pleasure 
grew on him. So he gave up that art, and took Ukenesses in 
coloars. 

But this he neglected wheneyer the idle rakes, his com«* 
panions, came for him. 

And so he dived in foul waters , seeking that sorry oyster«« 
Shell, Oblivion. 

It is not my business to paint at füll length the scenes of 
coarse vice, in which this mihappy young man now played a 
part. But it is my business to impress the broad truth, that he 
was a rake, a debauchee, and a drunkard, and one of the 
wildest, loosest, and wickedest young men in Rome. 

They are no lovers of truth, nor of mankind, who conceal 
or bIut the wickedness of the good, and so by their want of 
candour rob despondent sinners of hope. 

Enouf^h, the man was not bom to do things by halves. 
And he was not vicious by halves. 

His humble female friends often gossiped about him. His 
old landlady told Teresa he was going to tiie bad, and pra^ed 
her to tiy and find out where he was. ^ 

10* 
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Teresa told her hoiband Lodovico bis sad stoiy, asd 
bade him look aboat and see if he coold discoyer the yoimg 
maii*8 present abode. " Shooldst remember hü face, XjodoTko 
mio?" 

*' Teresa, a man in my wa,j of life nerer forgeta a ha, 
least of all a benefactor*«. Bot thon knowest I seldom go 
abroad bj dayiight.'* 

Teresa sighed. '^And how long is it to be so, liodoYico? ' 

^'Till some cayalier passes bis sword through me. Thej 
will not let a poor fellow like me take to any honest trade.** 

Pietro Yanncci was one of ihose who bear prosperit^ 
worse than adyersity. 

Having been ignominioosly ejected for late honrs bj tiidi 
eld landladj, and meeting Qtenid in the street, he greeted 
him warmlj, and soon afber took ap bis quarters in the same 
house. 

He bronght with him a lad called Andrea, who groond bis 
coloors , and was bis pnpil , and also bis model , being a youäi 
of rare beauty, and as sharp as a needle. 

Pietro had not quite forgotten old times, and professeda 
warm friendship for Gerard. 

Gerard in whom all warmth of sentiment seemed extinct, 
sabmitted coldly to the other's fiiendship. 

And a fine acqaaintance it was. This Pietro was not only 
a libertine, bat half a misanthrope, and an open infidel. 

And 80 they ran in oonples , with mighty little in commoiL 
rare phenomenon! 

One day, wben G^rard had undermined bis health, and 
taken the bloom off bis beauty , and ran Üiroagh most of his 
money, Yanacci got ap agay party to moont the Tiber ins 
boat drawn by biäPaloes. Lorenzo de* Medici had imported 
these creatures into Florence aboat three years before. Bot 
they were new in Bome, and nothing woold content this 
beggar on horseback, Yanacci, bat being drawn by tiie brutes 
up the Tiber. 
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!Each libertine was to bring a ladj ; and she must be band- 
Bome , or he be fined. Bat the one Ütat should contribute tiie 
loveliest, was to be crownedwithlaurel, and voted a public 
benefactor. Such was their reading of " Vir bonus est quis? '* 
They got a splendid galley, and twelve buffaloes. Ajid all 
the libertines and their female accomplices assembled bj 
degrees at the place of embarkation. But no Gerard. 

They waited for him some time, at first patientlj, then 
impatientlj. 

Vanucci excused him. ''I heard him say he had forgotten 
to provide himself with a fardingale. Comrades, the good 
lad is hunting for a beauty fit to take rank among these 
peerless dames. Consider the difficidty, ladies, and be 
patienti" 

At last G-erard was seen at some distance with a female in 
his band. 

'^ She is long enough " said one of her sex; crildcising her 
frpm af ar. 

<' Gemini ! what steps she takes,** said another ; ** Oh ! it is 
wise to huny into good Company," was Pietro's excuse. 
But when the pair came up, satire was choked. 
Gerard*8 co'mpanion was a peerless beauty; she ex- 
tinguished the boat-load, as stars the rising sun. Tall, but 
not too tall; and straight as a dart, yet supple as a young 
panther. Her face a perfect oval, her forehead white, her 
cheeks a rieh oliye with the eloquent blood mantlingbelow; 
and her glorious eyes firinged with long thick silken eye- 
lashes, that seemed made to sweep up sensitive hearts. Saucy 
red Ups, and teeth of the whitest ivory. 

The women were visibly depressed by this wretched sight ; 
the man in ecstasies; they receiyed her with loud shouts and 
waving of caps, and one enthusiast even went down on his 
knees upon the boat*8 gunwale, and hailed her of origin 
divine. But his ch^re amie pulling his hair for it — and the 
goddess giving him a little kick — cotemporaneously, he lay 
supine: and the peerless creature frisked orer his body 
without deigning 1dm a look, and took herseatattheprow. 
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Pietro Yanncci sat in a sort of coUapse, glaring at her, asd 
gaping with bis mouth open like a djing cod-fish. 

The drover spoke to the buffaloes, the ropes tighteiie<i 
and they moyed np stream. 

'* What think je of this new beef, mesdames ? ** 

" We ne*er saw monsters so vilely ill-favoured; with tiier 
nasty homs that make one afeaxd , and their foul nostrüs cait 
np into the air. Holes be thej ; not nostrÜB.*' 

^^Signoiina, the beeyes axe a present from Florence tite 
beautifol. Wouid ye look a gift beef i* the nose ? " 

"They are so dull," objected a lively lady. "I weit 
up Tiber twice as fast last time with but fiye mules and a& 
ass." 

'^Nay, that is aoon mended," cried a gaUant, and jnmp* 
ing ashore he drew bis sword, and despite the remonBtraneei 
of the driyers, went down the dozen buffaloes goading^ them. 

They snorted and whisked their tails, and wentno faster, 
at which the boat-load laughed loud and long; finally he 
goaded a patriarch bull, who tomed instantly on the sword, 
drove bis long homs clean throngh the spark, and witha 
furioas jerk of bis prodigioos neck sent hun fljing over bis 
head into the air. He described a bold parabola and feil 
sitting, and unconscioosly waving bis glittering blade, into 
the yeüow Tiber. The laughing ladies screamed and wrang 
their hands, all bat Gerard's fair. She uttered something 
very like an oath, and seizing the heim steered the boat ont, 
and the gallant came np sputtering, griped the gunwale, and 
was drawn in dripping. 

He glared round bim confiisedly. *'I understand not 
that,'* Said he a little peevislily; puzzled, and thereforeit 
would seem, discontented. At which, finding he was by some 
Strange accident not slain, bis doublet being perforated, 
instead of bis body, they began to laugh again louder than 
ever. 

"What are ye cackling at?" remonstrated the spark. "I 
.desire to know how *tis that one moment a gentleman ii 
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out yonder a-pricking of African beef , and the next mo- 
ment — " 

GerardÜa lady,'] " Dlsporting in hiß native stream." 
"Teil him not, a soulof ye," cried Vanucci. "Lethim 
find out 's own riddle." 

" Confound ye all. I might pozzle my brains tili dooms- 
day, I should ne*er find it out. Ako, where is my sword? " 

Qerard^8lady,~\ "Ask Tiber I Yourbestway, ßignor, will 
be to do it over again: and, in a word, keep pricking of 
A€ric*8 beef, tili your mind receives light. So shall you 
comprehend the matter by degrees, as lawyers mount heaven, 
and bufifaloes Tiber." 

Here a Chevalier remarked that the last Speaker trans- 
cended the sons of Adam as much in wit as she did the 
daughters of £ye in beauty. 

At which, and indeed at all their compliments, the conduct 
of Pietro Vanucci was peculiar. That signor had left off 
staring, and gaping bewildered: and now sat coiled up 
snakeüke, on a bench, his mouth muffled, and two bright 
eyes fixed on the lady, and twinkling and scintillatingmost 
comically. 

He did not appear to interest or amuse her in retum. Her 
glorious eyes and eyelashes swept him cahnly attimes, but 
Bcarce distinguished him from the benches and things. 

Presently the onanimity of the party suffered a moment- 
ary check. 

Mortified by the attention the cavaliers paid to Gkrard's 
companion, the ladies began to pick her to pieces sotto yoce, 
and audibly. 

The lovely girl then showed that, if rieh in beauty, she 
was poor in feminine tact. Instead of revenging herseif like 
a true woman through the men, she permitted herseif to over- 
hear, and openly retaliate on her detractors. 

"There is not one of you that wears Nature*s colours," 
said she. " Look here," and she pointed rudely in one's face. 
" This is the beauty that is to be bought in every shop. Here 
is cerussa, here is stibium, and here purpurissum. Oh I know 
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the articles : bless jou, I ose them eyery daj — bot not on nr 
face, no thank you." 

Here Vanucci's eyes twinkled themselyes nearly out o^ 
sight. 

"Why your lips are coloured, and the very yeins in yonr 
forebead: not a charm but would come o£P with a yyet toweL 
And look at yonr great coarse black hair like a horse's tau 
dmgged and stained to look like tow. And tben yonr bodiea 
are as false as your heads and your cbeeki, and yoor heartsi 
trow. Look at your padded bosoms , and your wooden heekd 
chopines to raise your little stunted limbs up and deceive tbe 
World. Skinny dwarfiB ye are, cushioned and 8tilti£ed inte 
great fat giants. Aha, mesdames, well is it said of yon^ 
grande — di legni: grosse — di straci: rosse — di bettito: 
biancbe — di calcina." 

This drew out a rejoinder. ^'Ayaunt, yulgar toad, teil- 
ing the men eyerything. Your coarse, ruddy cheeks are 
yourown, and your little bandfiil of African hair. Bnt who 
is padded more? Why you are shaped like a fire-shovel." 

"Yelie, malapert" 

^*0h the well educated young person! Where didst pick 
herup, Ser Gerard?" 

"Hold thy peace, Marcia," said Gerard, awakened by tiie 
raised trebles trom a gloomy reyerie. "Be not so insolent! 
The graye shall close oyer thy beauty as it hath oyer fairer 
thanthee.** 

" They began," said Marcia petulantly. 

"Then be thou the first to leaye oE" 

* * At thy request, my Mend." She then whispered (Jerard, 
"Itwasonly tomakeyoulaugh: you are distraught, you are 
sad. Judge whether I care for the quips of these little fools, 
or the admiration of these big fools. Dear Signor Gerard, 
would I were what they take me for? You should not be 
so sad." Gerard sighed deeply; and shook bis head. Bot, 
touched by the eamest young tones, caressed the jet black 
locks, much as one strokes the head of an affectionate dog. 

At this moment a galley drifting slowly down stream got 
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entangled for an instant in their ropes: for the river tuming 
suddenly, they had shot out into the stream: and this galley 
came between them and the bank. In it a lady of great 
beauty was seated ander a canopy with gallants and depend- 
ents Standing behind her. 

Gerard looked up at the interruption. It was the princess 
Clselia. 

He coloured and withdrew his hand from Marcia*B head. 
Marcia was all admiration. "Aha! ladies," said she, 
**liere is a rival an' ye will. Those cheeks were coloured by 
l^ature — like mine." 

^ * Peace, child I peace ! " said Gerard. " Make not too free 
T^th the great." 

"Why, she heard me not. Oh, Ser Gerard, whatalovely 
creaturel" 

Two of the females had been for some time past putting 
their heads together and casting glances at Marcia. 

One of them now addressed her. 

" Signorina, do you love almonds? '* 

The Speaker had a lapful of them. 

"Yes, I love them; whenl can get them," said Marcia, 
pettishly, and eying the fruit with ill-concealed desire ; "but 
yours it not the hand to give me any, I trow." 

"You are much mistook," said the other. " Here, catch ! " 

And suddenly threw a double handful into Marcia's lap. 

Marcia brought her knees together by an irresistible in- 
stinct. 

"Aha! 70U are caught, my lad," cried she of the nuts. 
"'Tis a man; or a hoj. A woman still parteth her knees to 
catch the nuts the surer in her apron; but a man closeth his 
for fear they shall fall between his hose. Confess, now, didst 
never wear fardingale ere to-day." 

"Give me anotiier handful, sweetheart, and TU teil thee." 

" There ! I said he was too handsome for a woman." 

"Ser Gerard, they have found me out," observed the 
Epicseue, calmly cracking an almond. 
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The libertines vowed it was imposBible, and all glared a 
the goddess like a battery. Bat Vanucci Struck in, and re- 
minded the gaping gazers of a recent controversy, in whick 
thej bad, with an unanimity not often found amon^ dnnces. 
laughed Gerard and him to scom, for saying that men. were as 
beautiful as women in a true artisfs eye, 

" Where are ye now? This is my boy Andrea. And yoo 
bave all been down on your knees to him. Ha ! ha ! Bat oh. 
my little ladies, when he lectured yoa and flung your stibinm, 
your cerussa, and your purpurissum back in your faces, 'tis 
then I was like to burst; a grinds my colours. Ha! ha! he! 
he! he! ho!" 

" The little impostor ! Duck him ! " 

"Whatfor, signors?" cried Andrea, indismay, and lost 
bis rieh camation. 

Bat the females coUected round him, and vowed nobody 
should härm a hair of bis head. 

'^The dear child! How well bis pretty little saucy ways 
becomehim!" 

"Oh, whateyes! andtee^h!" 

"And what eyebrows and hair ! " 

"Andwhatlashesl" 

"And what a nose ! " 

" The sweetest little ear in the world ! " 

"And what health! Touch but bis cheek with a pin the 
blood should squirt." 

" Who would be so cruel ? " 

"He is a rosebud washed in dew." 

And they revenged themselves for their beaux* admiration 
of her by lavishing all their tendemess on him. 

But one there was who was still among these butterflies, 
but no longer of them. 

The sight of the Princess Clselia had tom open bis wound. 

Scarce three months ago he had declined the love ofthat 
peerless creature; a love illicit and insane; but at least re- 
fined. How lower had he fallen now. 
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How happy he must have been, when the blandishments 
of Ciaelia, that might have melted an anchorite, could not 
tempt him from the path of loyalty I 

Now what was he? He had blushed at her seeing him in 
such Company. Yet it was his daily Company. 
He hung over the boat in moody sileuce. 
And from that hour another phase of his misery began; 
and grew upon him. 

Some wretched fools try to drown care in drink. 
The fomes of intoxication vanish; the inevitable care re- 
xnains, and must be faced at last — with an aching head, a 
disordered stomach, and spirits artificially depressed. 

Gerard's conduct had been of a piece with these maniacs'. 
To survive his terrible blow he needed all his forces; his vir- 
tue, hishealth, hishabitsof labour, and the calm sleep that 
is labour*8 sateÜite ; aboveall, hispiety. 

Yet all these balms to wounded hearts he flung away, and 
trusted to moral intoxication. 

Its brief fiimes fled; the bereaved heart lay still heavy as 
lead within his bosom ; bat now the dark yultore Remorse sat 
npon it rending it. 

Brokenhealth; meanswasted; innocence fled; Margaret 
parted from him by another gulf wider than the grave ! 
The hot fit of despair passed away . 
The cold fit of despair came on. 

Then this miserable young man spumed his gay com- 
panionS) and all the world. 

He wandered alone. He drank wine alone to stupefy him- 
self ; and paralyze a moment the dark foes to man that preyed 
upon his soul. He wandered alone amidst the temples of old 
Rome, and lay stony-eyed, woe-begone among their ruins, 
worse wreeked than they. 

Last of all came tiie climaz, to which solitude, that 
gloomy yet fascinating foe of minds diseased, pushes the 
hopeless. 

He wandered alone at night by dark streams, and eyed 
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them, and eyed them, with decreasing repagnance. Theie 
glidedpeace; perhaps annihilation. 
What eise was left him ? 

These dark spells haye been broken by kind words, bj 
loving and cheerM voioes. 

The humblest £riend the afflicted one possesses may speak, 
or look, or smile, a sunbeam between him and that -warst mad- 
ness Gerard now brooded. 

Where was Teresa? Where bis hearly, kind, oldlind- 
lady? 

They would see with their homelybat swift intelligenee; 
they would see and save. 

No: they knew not where he was, or whither he was 
gliding. 

And is there no mortal eye upon the poor wretcb , and the 
dark road he is going? 

Yes : one eye there is upon him ; watching bis every move- 
ment; foUowing him abroad; tracking him home. 

And that eye is the eye of an enemy. 

An enemy to the death. 

CHAPTEE XIV. 

In an apartment richly fumished, the floor covered with 
striped änd spotted skins of animals, a lady sat with her arms 
eztended before her, and her hands half clenched. The agi- 
tation of her face corresponded with this attitude: she was 
pale and red by tums ; and her foot restless. 

Presently the curtain was drawn by a domestic. 

The lady*s brow flushed. 

The maid Said, in an awe-struckwhisper, ^'Altezza, the 
man is here." 

The lady bade her admit him, and snatched np a littl^ 
black mask and put it on; and in a moment her colourwas 
gone, and the contrast between her black mask and her 
marble cheeks was stränge and fearfiil. 
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A man entered bowing and scraping. It was snch a figure 
3.S crowds seem made of ; short hair, ^oundish head, piain, 
but decent clothes; featores neither comely nor forbid- 
üng. Nothing to remark in him bat a singularlj restless 
eye. 

After a profüsion of bows be stood opposite the lady, and 
awaited her pleasure. 

" They have told you for what you are wanted." 
"Yes, signora.** 

'^ Did those wbo spoke to you agree as to wbat you axe to 
receive? " 

'^ Yes, signora. *Tis the fall price; and porchases the 
greater Vendetta: anless of yoar benevolence yoa choose to 
content yourself with the lesser." 

'^ I anderstand yoa not,*' said the lady. 
^^ Ah ; this is the signora*s first. The lesser Vendetta, lady, 
is the death of the body only. We watch oar man come oat 
of a charch; or take Mm in an innocent hoar; and so deal 
with him. In the greater Vendetta we watch him, and catch 
bim bot fpom some anrepented sin, and so slay bis soal as well 
as bis body. Bat this Vendetta is not so ran apon now as it was 
a few years ago." 

"Man, silence me bis tongae, and let bis treasonable beart 
beat no more. Bat bis soal I have no fead with." 

"So be it, signora. He wbo spoke to me knew not the 
man , nor bis name , nor his abode. From whom sball I leam 
these?" 

"Frommyself." 

At this tiie man , with the first Symptoms of anziety be had 
sbown, entreated her to be caatioas, andparticalar, in this 
partof the basiness. 

"Fear me not," said she. "Listen. It is a yoang man, 
tallof Btatare, and aabam hair, anddark-blaeeyes, and an 
honest face, woald deceive a saint. He lives in the Via 
Oiaadia, at the comer hoase; the glover*s. In that hoase 
there lodge bat three males: he; and a painter short of 
statore and dark visaged, and a yoang, slim boy. He that 
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bafh betrajed me is a stranger, fair; and taller tban fiioa 
art." 

The brayo listened with all his ears. '^ItiBenongh,*' said 
he. "Stay, signora, haunteth he anj secret place wiiere I 
may deal with him?" 

^'My spy doth report me he hafh of late frequented Öie 
banks of Tiber after dusk; doubtless to meet bis Ught o' lore, 
who calls me her rival; even there slay him! and let n^ 
rival come and find him; the smooth, beartless, insoleot 
traitor." 

" Be calm, signora. He will betray no more ladies.** 

"Iknownotthat. He weareth a sword, and can ose it. He 
is young and resolute." 

"Neither will avail him." 

"Are ye so sure of your band? What are your weapons?" 

The bravo showed her a steel gaunüet. "We strike witii 
such force we needs must guard our band. Tbis-is ourmallet' 
He then undid bis doublet, and gaye her a glimpse of a coat 
of mail beneatb, and finally laid bis glittering stiletto onthe 
table with a flourisb. 

The lady shuddered at first, but presently took it np in her 
white band and tried its point against her finger. 

"Beware, madam," said the bravo. 

"What, is it poisoned?" 

"Saints forbidl We steal no lives. We take them with 
steel point, not drugs. But *tis newly ground, and I feared fbr 
the signora's white skin." 

"His skin is as white as mine," said she, with a sudden 
gleam of pity. It lasted but a moment. "But bis heart is 
black as soot. Say, do 1 not well to remove a traitor that 
slandersme?" 

" The signora will settle that with her confessor. I am bat 
a tool in noble hands ; like my stiletto." 

The princess appeared not to hear the Speaker. " Oh, bow 
I eould have loved him; to the death; as now I bäte bim. 
Fool! he will leam to trifle with princes; to spumthem and 
fawn on them, and prefer the scum of the town to them, and 
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make them a by-word." She looked up ; " Why loiter'st thou 
here? haste thee, revenge me." 

"It iß customary to pay half the price before-hand, 
signora." 

"Ah I forgot; thy revenge is bought. Here is more than 
half," and she pushed a bag across the table to him. " When 
the blow is strack, come for the rest." 

" You wiU soon see me again, signora." 

And he retired bowing and scraping. 

Theprincess, bumingwithjealousy, mortifiedpride, and 
dread of exposure (for tUl she knew Gerard no public stain 
had fallen on her), sat where he lefther, masked, withher 
anns straight out before her, and the nails of her clenched 
band nipping the table. 

So sat the fabled sphynz : so sits a tigress. 

Yet there crept a chül upon her now that the assassin was 
gone. And moody misgivingsheayedwithinher, precursors 
of vain remorse. G^rard and Margaret were before their age. 
This was your true medisBval. Proud, amorous, vindictive, 
generous, foolish, cunning, impulsive, unprincipled: and 
ignorant as dirt. 

Power is the curse of such a creature. 

Forced to do her own crimes, the weakness of her nerves 
would have balancedthe violence of her passions, and herbark 
been worse than her bite. But power gives a feeble , furious, 
woman, male instruments. And the effect is as terrible as the 
combination is unnatural. 

In this instance it whetted an assassin's dagger for a poor 
forlom wretch just meditating suicide. 
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CHAPTEB XV. 



It happened, two days after the scene I haye endesmmni 
to describe, that Geriud, wandering through one of ^ 
meanest streets in Borne, was overtaken hj a thunderBtom 
and entered a low hosteliy. He called for wine, and, tfae rü 
continuing, soon drank himself into a half-stupid conditio^ 
and dozed with his head on his hands and his hands upon tbe 
table. 

In conne of time the room began to fill and tiie noise of tk 
rüde guests to wake him. 

Then it was he became conscions of two figures near hin 
conyersing in a low yoice. 

One was a pardoner. The other by his dress, deanbiit 
modest, might haye passed for a decent tradesman: bot tfae 
way he had slouched his hat oyer his brows so as to hide all hii 
face except his beard, showed he was one of those who Am 
the eye of honest men, and of the law. The pair were driviog 
a bargain in the sin market. And by an arrangement not im- 
common at that date, the crime to be forgiyen was yet tobe 
committed — under the celestial contract. 

He of the slouched hat was complaining of the price par- 
dons had reached. "If they go up any higher we poor fellowi 
shall be shut out of heayen altogether." 

The pardoner denied the Charge flaüy. "Indolgmieei 
were neyer cheaper to good husband-men." 

The other inquired " Who were they? " 

'*Why such as sin by the market, like reasonable crea- 
tures. But if you will be so peryerse as go and pick out a 
crime the Pope hathset his face against, blame yourself , not 
me?" 

Then, to proye that crime of one sort or another was within 
the means of all , but the yery scum of society, he read out the 
Scale from a written parchment. 

It was a curious list: but not one that could be printedin 
this book. And to mutilate it would be to misrepresent it It 
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18 to be found in anj great library. Suffice it to saj, that 
murder of a layman was much cbeaper than many crimes my 
lay readers would deem ligbt by comparison. 

This told; and, by a litüe trifling concession on each aide, 
the bargain was dosed, the money handed oyer, and the 
aspirant to heayen's fayour forgiven beforehand for removing 
1 layman. The price for disposing of a clerk bore no propor- 
tion. 

The word assassination was neyer once nttered by either 
merchant. 

All this bozzed in G^rard's ear. Bat he neyer lifted his 
head from the table ; only listened stupidly. 

However, when the parties rose and separated, he half 
raised his head and eyed with a scowl the retiring figure of 
the porchaser. 

"If Margaret was alive ," muttered he, "Pd take thee by 
the throat and throttle thee , thou cowardly stabber. But she 
is dead; dead; dead. Die all the world; 'tis nought tome: 
80 that I die among the first." 

When he got home there was a man in a slouched hat 
Walking briskly to and fro on the opposite aide of the way. 

" Why there is that cur again," Ihonght G-erard. 

But in his state of mind, tibe circumstance made no impres- 
sion whateyer on him. 

CHAPTEB XVI. 

Two nights after this Pietro Vanucci and Andrea sat wait- 
ing supper for Gerard. 

The former grew peeyish. It was past nine o*clock. At 
last he sent Andrea to Gerard's room on the desperate chance 
of his haying come in unobseryed. Andrea shrugged his 
Shoulders and went. 

He retumed without G-erard, but with a slip of paper. 
Andrea could not read, as scholars in his day and charity boys 
in ours understand the art; but he had a quick eye, and had 
leamed how the words Pietro Vanucci looked on paper. 
The QoUier md the Hearth* IL 11 
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*^That is for you, I trow,** said he, proad of hisint^ 
gence. 

Pietro snatched it, and read it to Andrea, with his satim 
comments. 

« <Dear Pietro, dear Andrea, life is too great a bnrdoiL' 

^^So '^, my lad,' but (hat is no reason for bemy dbroei i 
supper-time. Supper is not a bürden, 

"*Wearmyhabit8l* 

^^Saidihepoplar to thejun^per Imsh. 

<^ ' And thou, Andrea, mine amethytt ring ; and me in l)0& 
your hearts, a month or two.* 

" Why, Andreaf 

"*Por my body, ere thi« ye read, it will lie in 1%» 
Trouble not to look for it *Ti« not worth the pains. (k 
unhappy day that it was bom; oh happy night that rids ne 
ofit 

"* Adieu! adieu! 

" « The broken-hearted G^erard 

"Here is a sorry jest of the peevish rogue," aaid Retia 
But hls pale cheek and chattering teeth belied his wordi 
Andrea filled the house with his cries. 

<<0, miserable day! 0, calamity of calamities! G^rard 
myfriend, my sweetpatroni Help! help! He is killing him- 
seif! Oh, goodpeople, helpmesayehim!" And after alann- 
ing all the house he ran into the street, bareheaded, implonii| 
all good Christians to help him saye his friend. 

A number of persons soon coUected. 

But poor An<£rea could not animate their sluggbhness. 6o 
down to the river? No. It was not their business. Whatpart 
of the river? It was a wild goose chase. 

It was not lucky to go down to the riyer after snnset Too 
many ghosts walked those banks all night 

A lacquey, howeyer, who had been standing some time 
opposite tiie house, said he would go with Andrea; andthis 
tumed three or four of the younger ones. 

The little band took the way to the riyer. 
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The lacquey questioned Andrea. 

Andrea, sobbing, told him about the letter, andGerard*s 
moody ways of late. 

That lacquey was a spy of the Princess Claalia. 

Their Itaiian tongnes went fast tili they neared the Tiber. 

But the moment they feit the air fromtheriver, and the 
smeU of the stream in the calm spring night, they were dead 
silent. 

The moon shone .calm and clear in a doudless sky. 
Their feet sounded loud and ominous. Their tongues were 
hushed. 

PresenÜy hnrrying round a comer they met a man. He 
stopped irresolute at sight of them. 

The man was bareheaded , and his dripping hair gUstened 
in the moonlight: and at the next step Üiey saw his dothes 
were drenched with water. 

"Here he is,*' cried one of the young men, unacquainted 
with Gerard's face and figure. 

The stranger tumed instantly and fled. 

They ran after him might and main, Andrea leading, and 
the princess's lacquey next. 

Andrea gained on him : but in a moment he twisted up a 
narrow alley. Andrea shot by, unable to check himself ; and 
the pursuers soon found themselves in a lab3rrinth in which it 
was vain to pursue a quickfooted fugitive who knew every 
inch of it, and could now only be followed by the ear. 

They retumed to their companions, and found them 
Standing on the spot where the man had stood, and utterly 
confounded. For Pietro had assured them that the fugitive 
had neither the features nor the stature of Gerard. 

"Are ye verily sure?" said they. "He had been in the 
river. Whj, in the saints' names, fled he at our approach ? " 

Then said Vanucoi, "Friends, methinks this has nought 
to do with him we seek. What shall we do, Andrea? " 

Here the lacquey put in his word. Let us track him to 
the water's side , to make sure. See , he hath come dripping 
all the way." 

11* 
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This adyice was approved, and with yexy little dÜBeab 
they tracked the man^s course. I 

Butsoon they encountered a new enigma. 

They had gone scarcely fifty yards ere the drops tonte 
away ficom the river, and took Üiem to üte gMte of ftiv? 
gloomy boilding. It was a monasteiy. 

They stood irresolute before it, and gazed at the daikpüt 
It seemed to them to hide some horrible mystery. 

Bat presenüy Andrea gaye a shout "Here be the di^ 
again," criedhe. ^^Andthisroadleadethtotheriyer." 

They resnmed the chase; and soon it became deai^ 
drops were now leading them home. The track beeiffi 
Wetter and wetter, and took them to the Tiber*s edge. ^ 
there on the bank a bucketfol appeared to hare be^ ^ 
charged from the stream. 

At first they shouted, and thought they had madea^ 
coyery; bat reflection showed them it amoonted to nothiof 
Certainly a man had been in the water , and had got outofi 
in safety : bat that man was not G^ard. One said he knevi 
fisherman hard by that had nets and drags. Thej foniid ^ 
fisher, and paid him iiberally to sink nets in the riyerbelo^ 
the place, a^dtodragitaboyeandbelow; andpromisedbis 
gold shoold he find Ihe body. Then they ran yainly ap«^ 
down the riyer, which flowed so cakn and yoiceless, holding 
this and a thousand more stränge secrets. Suddenly Andre» 
with a cry of hope, ran back to the hoose. 

He retamed in less than half an hoor. 

"No," hegroaned, and wrang his hands. 

'^ What is tibe hoor? " asked the lacqaey. 

"Pour hoors past midnight." 

"My pretty lad," said the lacquey, solemnly, "say» 
mass for thy friend's soui : for he is not among iiying men." 

The moming broke. Wom oat with fatigae , ^drea anii 
Pietro went home, heart sick. 

The days rolled on, mate as the Tiber as to Gerard'^^ 
fate. 
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CHAPTEB XVII. 

It would indeed haye been stränge if with such barren 
data as ihej possessed, those men coold have read the band- 
writing on tiie river's bank. 

For there on that spot an event had just occurred, wbich, 
take it altogetber, was perhaps witbout a parallel in tbe 
bistory of mankind, and may remain so to tbe end of time. 

But it sball be told in a yery few words, partly by me, 
partly by an actor in tbe scene. 

Gerard, tben, after writing bis brief adieu to Pietro and 
Andrea, bad stolen down to tbe river at nigbtfall. 

He bad taken bis measures witb a dogged resolution not 
oncommon in tbose wbo are bent on self-destmction. He 
fiiled bis pockets witb all tbe silver and copper be possessed, 
tbat be migbt sink tbe sarer; and, soproyided,^burriedtoa 
part of the stream tbat be bad seen was little frequented. 

There are some, especially women, wbo look about to 
make snre tbere is somebody at band. 

Bat this resolate wretch looked about bim to make sure 
there was nobody. 

And, to bis annoyance, be obser^ed a smgle figure leaning 
against the comer of an alley. So be affected to stroll care- 
lessly away ; but retumed to tbe spot. 

Lo! tbe same figure emerged from a side street and 
loitered about. 

" Can be be watching me? Can be know what I am here 
for?" thougbt Gerard. "Impossible." 

He went briskly off, walked along a street or two, made a 
detour, and came back. 

The man bad yanisbed. But, lo! onGkrard lookingall 
round, to make sure, tbere be was afewyardsbehind, ap- 
parently fastening bis shoe. 

Gerard saw be was watcbed, and at this moment ob- 
lenred in tbe moonligbt a steel gauntlet in bis sentiners 
band. 
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Then he knew it was an assassin. 

Strange to say, it never occurred to him that bis was ti 
life aimed at. To be sure he was not aware he had an enet 
in the world. 

He tumed and walked up to the bravo. ^' Mj good £nea& 
said he, eagerly, '^ seil me thine arm: a single stroke! Set 
here is all I have : " and he forced his money into the hnn 
hands. ''Oh, prithee! pritheel do one good deed, andn 
me of my hatefol life ! " and even while speaking he nndiditi 
doublet, and bared his bosom. 4 

The man stared in his face. 

"Why do ye hesitate?" shrieked G^rard. "BUiye yet 
bowels? Is it so much pains to liftyour arm and fall it? 
it because I am poor, and can't give ye gold? üseks 
wretch, canst only strike a man behind; not lock one inte 
face. There, then, do but tarn thy head and hold tb 
tongue!" 

And with a snarl of contempt he ran from him , and flni 
himself into the water. 

"Margaret!" 

At the heayy plunge of his body in the stream the hn^ 
seemed to recover from a Stupor. He ran to the bank, an 
with a Strange cry the assassin plunged in after the aä 
destroyer. 

What followed will be related by the assassin. 

CHAPTER XVIII. 

A woMAN has her own troubles , as a man has his. 

And we male writers seldom do more than indicate thi 
griefs of the other sex. The intelligence of the fernst 
reader must come to our aid, and fill up our cold outÜBes 
So have I indicated, rather than described, whatMargan^ 
Brandt went through up to that eventfiil day, when fk 
entered £li*s house an enemy, read her 8weetheart*s letter, 
and remained a friend. 
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And now a woman's greatest trial drew near , and Gterard 
far away. 

She availed herseif but litüe of Eli's sudden favour: for 
thiB reserve ehe had always a plausible reason ready; and 
neyer hinted at the trae one , which was this ; there were two 
men in that house at sight of whom she shuddered with in- 
Btinctive antipathy and dread. She had read wickedness 
and hatred in their faces, and mysterioos signals of secret 
intelligence. She preferred to receive Catherine and her 
danghter at home. The former went to see her every day, 
and was wrapped up in the expected event. 

Catherine was one of those females whose office is to 
moltiply, and rear the mnltiplied: who, when at last they 
consent to leave off pelting one out of every room in the house 
with babies , hoyer about Sie fair scourges that are still in füll 
Swing, and do so duck, they seem to multiply by prozy. It 
was in this spirit she entreated Eli to let her stay at Rotter- 
dam while he went back to Tergou. 

^^ The poor lass hath not a soul about her, that knows any- 
thing about anything. What ayail a pair o* soldiers ? Why 
that Bort o' cattle should be putten out o' doors the first, at 
such an a time." 

Need I say that this was a great comfort to Margaret 

Poor soul , she was füll of anziety as the tune drew near. 

She should die; and G^rard away. 

Bat things balance themselves. Her poyerty, and her 
father*8 helplessness, which had cost her such a stniggle, 
stood her in good stead now. 

Adyersity's iron band had forced her to battle the las- 
situde that overpowers the rieh of her sex, and to be for ever 
on her feet , working. She kept this up to the last by Cathe- 
rine's advice. 

And so it was, that onefineeyening, justatsunset, she 
lay weak as water, but safe; with a litüe face by her side, 
and the heayen of matemity opening on her. 

" Why dost weep , sweetheart ? All of a sudden ? " 
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"He it not here to see it** 

<< Ah, well, laig, he will be here ere 'tis weaned. Met 
time , Qod hath been as good to thee as to e*er a womanbco 
and do bat bethink thee it might haye been a girl; didnti 
very own ELate threaten me with one: and here wehtng 
the bonniest hoj in Holland, and a rare heayy one , tiie tä 
be praised for*t." 

*' Ay, mother, I am bat a sony, ongratefol wreteh to w( 
If only G^ard were here to see it. 'Tis stränge ; I boreh 
well enow to be away from me in my sorrow; bat, oh, itdi 
seem so hard he shoald not share my joy. Prithee, piitk 
come to me, G^ard! dear, dear, Gkraxd!'* And she eMxk 
oat her feeble arms. 

Catharine basüed aboat, bat avoided Margaret's eyea 
•he coald not restrain her own tears at hearing her own ab«! 
child thas eamestly addressed. 

PresenÜy, tumingroand, she foond Margaret lookinf^ 
her with a singalar expression. " Heard y oa nooght ? " 

"No,mylamb. What?" 

"I did cry on Gerard, bat now." 

" Ay, ay, sore I heard that.*' 

"Well, he answered me." 

" Tash, girl; say not that." 

" Mother, as sare as I lie here, with his boy by my side, hii 
▼oice came back to me, ^ Margaret!' So. Yet methoogii^ 
'twas not his happy voice. Bat that might be the distance 
All Yoices go off sad like at a distance. Why art not hq)pyi| 
sweet-heart? and I so happy this night? Mother, I b^ 
never to have feit a pain or known a care." And her sneet, 
eyes tamed and gloated on the little face in silence. ' 

That veiy night Gtoard flang himself into the Tiber | 
And, that very hoar she heard him speak her name, he cried 
aload in death's j aws and despair's — I 

"Margaret!" | 

Account for it those who can. I cannot 
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CHAPTER XIX. 

In the guest Chamber of a Dominican convent laj a single 
stran^er, exhausted bysaccessive and violentfitsofnausea, 
which had at last eubeided, leaving him almost as weak as 
Margaret lay that night in Holland. 

A huge wood fire bumed on the hearth, and beeide it hang 
the patient's clothes. 

A gigantic friar sat by his bedside reading pious collects 
aloud from his breviaiy. 

The patient at times eyed him, and seemed tollsten: at 
others closed his eyes and moaned. 

The monk kneeleddown with his face touching the ground 
and prayed for him : then rose and bade him farewell. <^Day 
breaks," said he, " I must prepare for matins." 

^'G-ood Father Jerome, before you go, how came I 
hither?" 

<<By the band of heayen. You flung away God's gift. 
He bestowed it on you again. Think on it! Hast tried the 
World, and found its gall. Now try the church ! The church 
is peace. Paz yobiscum." 

He was gone. Gerard lay back / meditating and wonder« 
ing, tili wes^ and wearied he feil into a doze. 

When he awoke again he found a new nurse seated beside 
him. Itwasalayman, with an eye as small and restless as 
Friar Jerome*s was calm and majestic. 

The man inquired eamestly how he feit. 

"Very, very weak. Where haye I seen you before, 
Messer?" 

"None the worse for my gauntlet?" inquired the other 
with considerable anziety; ^^I was fain to strike you withal, 
or both you and I should be at the bottom of Tiber." 

Gerard stared at him. "What, 'twas you saved me? 
How?" 

" Well , signor , I was by the banks of Tiber on — on -> an 
errand, no matter what. You came to me and begged hard 
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for a dagger stroke. Bat erelcouldoblige 7011, ay, erenii 
you spoke to me, I knew 70a for the signor that saved my wife 
and child upon the sea.** 

'^ It is Teresa's husband. And an assassin? 1 1 " 

'^ At your service. Well , Ser Gerard , the next thing wu 
you flung yourself into Tiber, and bade me hold aloof.** 

"I remember that" 

**Had it been any but you, believe me I had obeyed you, 
and not wagged a finger. Men are my foes. They may all 
hang on one rope , or drown in one riyer for me. Bat when 
thou, sinking in llber, didst cry 'Margaret!*" 

"Ahl" 

*<My heart it cried 'Teresa!' How coold I go home and 
look her in the face, didllettheedie, and by the Teiy death 
thou sayedst her from ? So in I went ; and lockily for os boüi 
I swim like a duck. You , 8eeing me near , and being bent od 
destmction, tried to grip me, and so end ns both. But I swam 
round thee , and (receiye my excuses) so buffeted thee on tfae 
nape of the neck with my steel glove ; that thou lost sense, 
and I with much ado, the stream being strong, did draw thy 
body to land , but insensible and füll of water. Then I took 
thee on my back and made for my own home. ' Teresa will 
nurse him, and be pleased with me ,' thought L But , h ard by 
this monastery, a holy friar, the biggest e'er I saw, met us and 
asked the matter. So I told him. He looked hard at thee. 
* I know tho face ,' quoth he. * Tis one Gerard , a fair youth 
from Holland.' * The same,' quo' I. Then said bis rererence, 
'He hath friends among our brethren. Leave him with üb! 
Charity, it is our office.' 

'^ Also he told me they of the conyent had better means to 
tend thee than I had. And that was true enow. So I just 
bargained to be let in to see thee once a day , and here tiiou 
art." 

And the miscreant cast a stränge look of affection and in- 
terest upon G^rard. 

Gerard did not respond to it. He feit as if a snake were in 
the room. He closed bis eyes. 
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^^Ah thou wooldst sleep," said the miscreant, eagerly. 
*'I go." And he retired on tiptoe with a promise to come 
every day. 

Gerard lay with his eyes dosed: not asleep, but deeply 
pondering. 

Saved from death by an assaaein ! 

Was not this the finger of Heaven? 

Of that Heaven he had insolted, cursed, and defied. 

He shuddered at his blasphemies. He tried to pray. 

He found he could utter prayers. But he could not pray. 

"I am doomed etemally," he cried, "doomed, doomed." 

The Organ of the conyent church burst on bis ear in rieh 
and solemn harmony. 

Then rose the voices of the choir chanting a fall service. 

Among them was one that seemed to hover above the 
others , and tower towards heaven ; a sweet boy's voice , fuU, 
pure, angelic. 

He dosed his eyes and listened. The days of his own 
boyhood flowed back upon him in those sweet, pious, har- 
monies. No earthly drossthere, no foul, fierce, passions, 
rending and corrupting the soul. 

Peace; peace; sweet, balmy peace. 

**Ay ," he sighed, "the Church is peace of mind. Till I 
left her bosom I ne'er knew sorrow, nor sin.*' 

And the poor tom, wom, creature, wept 

And, even as he wept, there beamed on him the sweet and 
reverend face of one he had never thought to see again. It 
was the face of Father Anselm. 

The good father had only reached the convent the night 
before last. G-erard recognized him in a moment, and cried 
to him , " Oh Father Anselm , you cured my wounded body in 
Juliers; now eure my hurt soul in Romel Alas, you can- 
not." 

Anselm sat down by the bedside, and, putting a gentle 
band on his head, first calmed him with a soothing word or 
two. 

He then (for he had leamed how G-erard came there) spoke 
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■ to him kindly bat solemnlj , and made him fSeel bis crime , vA 
urged him to repentance , and gratitnde to that IMTine Pows 
wMch had thwarted bis will to save bis soul. 

^'Come, mj son,** saidbe, ^'first purge tby boeom ofite 
load." 

'< Ab, fatber," said Gerard , ** in Julien I coold ; tiien I wv 
innocent ; bat now, impioas monster tbat I am, I dare not con* 
fess to 70a." 

" Wby not, my son? Tbinkest tboa I bave not «iimed 
against Heayen in my time, and deeply? ob how deeplj! 
Come , poor laden soid , poar fortb tby grief , ponr forth % 
f aalts , bold back noagbt I Lie not oppressed and crosbed bj 
bidden sins." 

And Boon Gkrard was at fatber Anselm's knees confessnig 
bis eyery sin witb sigbs and groans of penitence. 

"Tby sins are great," said Anselm. <^Tby temptatioD 
also was great, terribly great I most consolt oor good 
prior." 

Tbe good Anselm kissed bis brow, and left bim to coDßalt 
tbe saperior as to bis penance. 

And, lo ! G^rard coald pray now. 

And be prayed witb all bis beart 

Tbe pbase, tbroagb wbicb tbis remarkable mind no^ 
passed, may be sommed in a word — Penitence. 

He tumed witb terror and ayersion from tbe world, and 
begged passionately to remain in tbe convent. To bim , con- 
yent nurtured , it was like a bird retaming woanded, wearied, 
to its gentle nest. 

He passed bis noyiciate in prayer, and mortification, and 
pioas reading, and meditation. 

Tbe Princess ClsBlia*s spy went bome and told her tiiat 
Gerard was certainly dead, tiie manner of bis death ankno^ 
atpresent. 

She seemed literally stunned. 

Wben, after a long time, she foand breath to speakat all, 
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b Tvas to bemoan her lot, cursed with sucli ready tools. '^ So 
oon," sbe sighed; '^see how swiffc these monsters are to do 
11 deeds. Thej come to us in our hot blood, and first tempt 
18 ^th their venal daggers, then enact the mortal deeds we 
ie*er had thought on but for them." 

Cre many hours had passed, her pity for Gerard and 
[latred of his marderer had risen to fever heat; which with 
thiB f ool was blood heat 

<< Poor soul I I cannot call thee back to life. Bat he shall 
never live that traitoroasly slew thee.*' 

And she pat armed men in ambash, and kept them on 
guard all day, ready, when Ludovico shoald come for his 
money, to fall on him in a certain anteohamber and hack him 
to pieces. 

<< Strike at his head," said she, ''for he weareth a privy 
coat of mall ; and if he goes hence alive yoar own heads shall 
answer it." 

And so she sat weeping her yictim, and poUing the strings 
of machines to shed the blood of a second for having been her 
machine to kill the first. 

CHAPTEB XX. 

Onb of the noTice Gerard's self-imposed penances was 
to receive Ludoyico kindly, feeling secretly as to a slimy 
serpent. 

Never was self-denial better bestowed: and, like most 
rational penances, it soon became no penance at all. At first 
the pride and complacency, with which the assassin gazed on 
the one life he had saved, was perhaps as ladicroas as pa- 
thetic ; bat it is a great thing to open a good door in a heart 
One good tiiing foUows another throagh the aperture. Find- 
ing it so sweet to save life, the miscreant went on to be averse 
to taking it; and firom that to remorse; and from remorse to 
something very like penitence. And here Teresa co-operated 
by threatening, not for the first time, to leave him onless he 
would consent to lead an honest life. The good fathers of 
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the convent lent their aid, and Ludovico and Teresa woe 
sent by sea to Leghorn, wiiere Teresa had friends, and die 
assassin settled down and became a porter. 

He found it miserably doli work at first: and said bo. 



But methinks this dull life of plodding labour was better 
for hiui; than the brief excitement of being hewn in pieces bj 
the Princess Clslia's myrrnidons. His ezile sared the im- 
conBcious penitent from that fate; and the princess, balked 
of her revenge, took to brooding, and feil into a profbund 
melancholy; diBmisscd her confessor, and took a new one 
with a great reputation for piety, to whom she confided. wbit 
Bhe calied her griefs. The new confessor was no otii^r thu 
Fra Jerome. She could not have fallen into better hands. 

Ue heard her grimiy out Then took her and shook Üa 
deiusions out of her as roughly as if she had been a kitchen- 
maid. For, todothishardmonk justice, onthepathof dntr 
he f eared the anger of princes as üttle as he did tiie sea. He 
showed her in a few words, all thnnder and lightning, that she 
was the criminal of criminals. 

"Thou art the devil, that with thy money hath tempted 
one man to slay his fellow, and then, blinded with self-loye, 
instead of blaming and ponishing thyself , art thirsting for 
more blood of goiity men, bat not so goilty as thou." 

At first she resisted, and told him she was not nsed to be 
taken to task by her confessors. Bat he overpowered her, 
and so threatened her with the Charch*s corse here and here* 
after, and so tore the soales off her eyes, and thondered at 
her, and crushed her, that she sank down and groyelled with 
remorse and terror at the feet of the gigantic Boanerges. 

" Oh, holy father, have pity on a poor weak woman, and 
help me save my gailty soul. I was benighted for want of 
gbostly counsel like thine, good father. I waken as from a 
dream." 

"Doffthyjewels," said Fra Jerome, stemly. 

♦'IwilL IwilL" 



AKD TH£ heabth. 175 

''Doff thj silk and velvet: and, in humbler garb than 
wears thy meanest servants, wend tbou instant to Loretto.** 

''Iwül,*' Said the princess, faintly. 

" No shoes : bat a bare sandal." 

"No, father." 

« Wash the feet of pilgnms both going and Coming; and 
to such of tbem as be holy friars teil thy sin, and abide their 
admonition." 

''Oh, holyfather, let me wear my mask.*' 

"Humphr 

<'0h, mercyl Bethink thee! My featores are known 
throughltaly." 

"Ay. Beauty is a enrse to most of ye. Well, thou mayst 
masktiiineeyes; nomore." 

On this concession she seized bis band, and was about to 
kissit; bat he snatched it radely from her. 

'' Wbat woold ye do? That band handled the eacharist 
bat an boor agone : is it fit for sacb as thoa to toach it? *' 

''Ab, no. Bat oh, go not without giving yoor penitent 
daaghter yoar blessing.*' 

" Time enow to ask it when you come back from Loretto." 



Tbos that marvelloas occorrence by Tiber*8 banks left its 
mark on all the actors, as prodigies are said to do. The 
assaasin, softened by saving the life he was paid to take, 
tumed from the stiletto to the porter's knot. The princess 
went barefoot to Loretto, weeping her crime and washing the 
feet of base-bom men. 

And Gerard, carried from the Tiber into that convent a 
Boicide, now passed for a young saint within its walls. 

Loving bat experienced eyes were on him. 

Upon a shorter probation than usaal he was admitted to 
priests* Orders. 

And Boon after took the monastic yows, and became a firiar 
of St. Dominic. 

Dying to the world, the monk parted with the very name 
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by which he had lived in it, and so broke the last link oim\ 
ciation with earthlj feelings. 

Here Gerard ended, and Brother Clement began 



CHAPTEB XXL 

''As is the race of leaves so is that of men." And agie£ 
man budded unnoticed in a tailor*s house at Botterdam tb 
year, and a large man dropped to earth with great öclat 

Philip Duke of Burgandy, Earlof Holland, etc.,etc.,lij 
sick at Burges. Now paupers got sick and got well as Natme 
pleased: bat woe betided the rieh in an age when, for oneMr. 
Malady killed, three feil by Dr. Bemedy. 

The duke*s 'bomplaint, nameless then, is now diphthetü 
It is, and was, a very weakening malady, and the doke^ 
old ; so altogether Dr. Bemedy bled him. 

Theduketumedveiy cold: wonderful! 

Then Dr. Bemedy had recourse to the arcana of scienee. 

'*Hö! This is grave. Flay me an ape incontinent, aiii 
clap him to the duke*s breast!** 

Officers of State ran septemvious, seeking an ape to com- 
teraet the bloodtiiirsty tomfooloiy of the human species. 

Perdition ! The duke was out of apes. There were buf- 
faloes, lizards, Turks, leopards; any unreasonable bes^ 
but the right one. 

''Why, there üsed tobe an ape about," said one. ^^^^ 
stand here I saw him." 

So there used; but the mastifp had mangled the sprigfatiy 
creature for stealing his supper: and so fulfilled the humaD 
precept, " Soyez de votre si^clel " 

In this emergency the seneschal cast his despairing eyes 
around; and not in vain. A hopeful light shot into them. 

"Here is tJus,^ said he, sotto voce. "Surely this will senei 
*tis altogether apelike, doublet and hose apart.** 

"Nay,** said the chancellor, peevishly, "the Princess 
Marie would hang us. She doteüi on ÜUs.'* 
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Now iMs was our friend Giles, stmtting, all unconscious, 
inclothof gold. 

Then Dr. Remedy grew impatient, and bade flaj a dog. 

*' A dog is next best to an ape ; only it must be a dog all of 
one colour." 

So they flayed a liver-coloured dog, and clapped it, yet 
palpitating, totheirsovereign's breast: andhedied. 

Philip the Good, thus scientifically disposed of, leffc thirty- 
one children: of whom one, somehow or another, was legi- 
timate ; and reigned in bis stead. 

The good duke provided for nineteen out of the other 
thirty; the rest shifted for themselres. 

According to the Flemish chronicle the deceased prince 
was descended from the kings of Troy throughThierry of 
Aquitaine, and Chilperic, Pharamond, &c., the old kings of 
Franconia. 

But this in reality was no distinction. Not a prince of bis 
day have I been able to discover who did not come down &om 
Troy. " Priam " was mediaBval for **Adam." 

The good duke*s body was carried into Burgundy, and 
laid in a noble mausoleum of black marble at D^'on. 

Holland rang with bis death ; and little dreamed that any- 
thing as famous was bom in her territory that year. That 
judgment has been long reversed. Men gaze at the tailor's 
house, where the great birth of the fifteenth Century took 
place. In what house tbe good duke died "no one knows 
and no one cares,** as the song says. 

And why? 

Dukes Philip the Good come and go, and leave mankind 
not a hal^enny wiser, nor better, nor other, than they found 
it. But when, once in three hundred years, such a child is 
bom to the world as Margarets son, lo ! a human torch lighted 
byfire £rom heaven; and '^fut litz" thunders from pole to 
pole. 



The doister and the Bearth, lU 12 
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CHAPTEB XXII. 

Thb Dominicans, or preaching fnara, once the moü 
powerful Order in Europe , were now on the wane ; their rinij 
and bitter enemies, the Franciscans, were oyerpowering tiia: 
throughout Europe; even in England, a rieh and religion 
coontry, where, nnder the name of the Black Friars, thej bi 
once been paramount. 

Thereforo the sagacious men who watched and directe^ 
the interests of the Order were never so anxioos to incorponfi 
able and zealous sons, and send them forth to win backtbf 
World. 

Thezealand accomplishments of Clement, especiallyk 
rare mastery of language (for he spoke Latin, Italian, Frend 
high and low Dutch) soon transpired, and he was destinedtc 
travel and preach in England, corresponding with the BonuE 
centre. 

Bat Jerome, who had the snperior's ear, obstracted tiii^ 
design. 

'* Clement,'* said he , "has the milk of the world still in hii 
veins, itsfeelings, its weaknesses; let not his new-bom ze^ 
and his humilily tempt us to forego our ancient wisdom. Tn 
him first, and temper him, lest one day we find ourselves leas- 
ing on a reed for a staff." 

"It is well advised," said the prior. "Take him in hanl 
thyself." 

Then Jerome, foUowing the ancient wisdom, took Clement 
and tried him. 

One day he brought him to a field where the young mei 
amused themselves at the games of the day ; he knew Üiia tu 
be a haunt of Clement's late friends. 

And snre enough ere long Pietro Vanucci and Andrei 
passed by them, and cast a careless glance on the two friais. 
They did not recognize their dead friend in a shaven monk. 
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Clement gave a veiy littie start, and then loweted bis ejes 
and Said a pater noster. 

"Wouldyenotspeak with them, brother?" said Jerome, 
trying nini. 

"No, brother: jet was it good for me to see them. They 
remind me of the sins I can never repent enougb.** 

<'It is well/* said Jerome, and be made a cold report in 
Clement's favour. 

Tben Jerome took Clement to many deatb-beds. And 
then into noisome dongeons; places wbere the darkness was 
appalling, and the stench loatbsome, pestilential; andmen 
looking like wild beasts lay coiled in rags and filtb and 
despair. It tried bis body bard; bat the soul coUected all^ 
its powers to comfort such poor wretches there as were not 
past comfort. And Clement shone in that trial. Jerome re- 
ported that Clement's spirit was willing, bat bis flesh was 
weak. 

' ' Good I " said Anselm ; * ' lus flesh is weak , but bis spirit is 
willing." 

Bat there was a greater trial in störe. 

I will describe it as it was seen by others. 

One moming a principal street in Rome was crowded, and 
even the avenues blocked up with heads. It was an ezecu- 
tion. No common crime bad been done, and on no vulgär 
yictim. 

The govemor of Bome bad been found in bis bed at day- 
break, slaughiered. His band, raised probably in self-defence, 
lay by bis side severed at the wrist; his throat was cut, and his 
temples bruised with some blunt instrument. The murder 
faad been traced to his servant, and was to be ezpiated in kind 
this yery moming. 

Italian executions were not cruel in general. But this 
murder was thought to call for ezact and bioody retribution. 

The criminal was brought to the house of the murdered 
man, and fastened for half an hour to its wall. After this ' 
f oretaste of legal vengeance bis left band was strack off, like 
liis victim*s. A new killed fowl was cut open and fa8te?i«<J ' 

12* 
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round the bleeding stomp; with what yiew I reallj don^ 
know ; but, by the look of it, some mare's nett of the poor desr 
doctors ; and the murderer, thus mutilated and bandaged, wu 
hurried to the Bcaflfbld; and there a young friar was moet 
earnest and a£fectionate in praying with him, and for him, snd 
holding the crucifix close to his eyes. 

Presently the executioner poUed the friar ronghly on ooe 
aide, and in a moment felied the culprit with a heavy malkt 
and faliing on him, cut bis throat from ear to ear. 

There was a cry of horror from the crowd. 

The young friar swooned away. 

A gigantic monk strode forwaxd, and carried him off like i 
chiid. 

Brother Clement went back to the convent sadlj du- 
couraged. He confessed to the prior, with tears of regret. 

'* Courage, son Clement," said the prior. '^A Dominican 
is not made in a day. Thou shalt have another trial. And I 
forbid thee to go to it fasting.** Clement bowed his bead in 
token of obedience. He had not long to wait. A robber 
was brought to the scaffold; a monster of Tillany and cruelty, 
who had killed men in pure wantonness, afrer robbing them. 
Clement passed bis last night in prison with him, accompanied 
him to the scaffold, and then prayed with him and for him so 
eamestly that the hardened ruffian shed tears and embraced 
him. Clement embraced him too, though bis flesh quivered 
with repugnance ; and held the crucifix eamestly before hiB 
eyes. The man was garotted, and Clement lost sight of the 
crowd, and prayed loud and eamestly while that dark spirit 
was passing from earth. He was no sooner dead than the 
hangman raised bis hatchet and quartered the body on the 
spot. And, oh, mysterious heart of man ! the people, who had 
Seen the living body robbed of life with indifference, almost 
with satisfaction, uttered a piteous cry at each stroke of the 
axe upon bis corpse that could feel nought. Clement too 
shuddered then, but stood firm, like one of those rocks that 
Tibrate but cannot be thrown down. But suddenly Jerome's 
Toice sounded in bis ear. 
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"Brother Clement, get thce on that cart and preach to the 
people. Nay, quickly! strike with all thy force on all this 
iron, while yet 'tis hot, and souls are to be saved." 

Clement*8 colour came and went; and he breathed hard. 
But he obeyed, and with ill-assured step mounted the cart, 
and preached hia first sermon to the first crowd he had ever 
faced. Oh, that sea of headsl His throat seemed parched, 
his heart thumped, his voice trembled. 

By-and-by the greatness of the occasion, the sight of the 
eager uptumed faces , and his own heart fall of zeal, fired the 
pale monk. He told them this robber^s history, warm from 
his own Ups in the prison , and showed his hearers by that ez- 
ample the gradations of folly and crime, and wamed them 
solemnly not to put foot on the first round of that fatal ladder. 
And as alternately he thundered against the shedders of 
blood, and moYed the crowd to charity and pity, his tremors 
left him , and he feit all strung up like a lute , and gifted with 
an unsuspected force; he was master of that listening crowd, 
could feel their very pulse, could play sacred melodies on 
them as on his psaltery. Sobs and groans attested his power 
over the mob already ezcited by the tragedy before them. 
Jerome stared like one who goes to L'ght a stick; and fires a 
rocket. After a while Clement oaught his look of astonish- 
ment, and seeing no approbation in it, broke suddenly off, 
and joined him. 

"It was my first endeavour," said he, apologetically. 
"Your bebest came on me like a thunderbolt. Was I? — 
Didl? — Oh, correct me and ald me with your experience, 
brother Jerome." 

"Humph!" said Jerome, doubtfully. He added, rather 
sullenly after long reflection, "Give the glory to God, 
brother Clement; my opinion is thou art an orator bom." 

Ho reported the same at head quarters, half reluctantly. 
For he was an honest friar though a disagreeable one. 

One Julio Antonelli was accused of sacrilege; three wit- 
nesses swore they saw him come out of the church whence the 
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oandlesticks wcre stolen, and at the yery time. Otheac vit- 
noBSes proved an alibi for him as positively. Keither tesfi- 
mony coold be shaken. In this doubt Antonelli was per 
mitted the trial hj water, bot or cold. Bj the bot trial k 
must put bis bare arm into boiling water, fourteen inekf 
deep , and take out a pebble; by the cold trial bis bodj mn^ 
be let down into eigbt feet of water. The clergy, wk 
tbought him innocent, recommended the bot water triil. 
which, to those wbom thej favoored, was not so terrible asn 
sounded. But the poor wretch bad not the nerve , and choM 
the cold ordeal. And this gave Jerome another opportonitr 
of steeling Clement. Antonelli took the sacrament, and tiiei 
was stripped naked on the banks of the Tiber, and tied hanc 
and foot, to prevent those stmggles by which a man, throwiii 
bis arms out of the water, sinks bis body. 

He was then let down gently into the stream, and floated t 
moment , with just bis hair above water. A simoltaneous roi: 
from the crowd on each bank proclaimed him guiity. Bfi 
the next moment the ropes, which happened to be new, go( 
wet, and be settied down. Another roar proclaimed bis in- 
nocence. They left him at the bottom of the riyer the ^^ 
pointed time , rather more than half a minute , then drew hin 
up, gurgling, and gasping, and screaming for mercy; and. 
after the appointed prayers, dismissed him, cleared of tiie 
Charge. 

During the experiment Clement prayed eamestly on the 
bank. When it was over he thanked Gk)d in a loud bst 
slightly quavering voice. 

By-and-by he asked Jerome whether the man ought not 
to be compensated. 

"Forwhat?" 

" For the pain , the dread , the suflfocation. Poor soul , he 
liveth , but hath tasted all the bittemess of deatb. Yet he 
had done no ill." 

*'He is rewarded enough in that he is cleared of hii 
fault." 

*'But, being innocent of that fault, yet hath be druol^ 
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Death's cup, though not to the dregs; and bis accusers, less 
innocent than he , do sufFer nought." 

Jerome replied , somewhat stemlj: 

^'It is not in this worldmen are reallypunished, brother 
Clement. Unbappy tbey who sin yet suffer not. And happy 
they who suflter such illa as earth hath power to inflict; 'tis 
counted to them above, ay, and a hundredfold." 

Clement bowed bis head submissively. 

"May thy good words not fall to the ground, but take 
rootinmybeart, brother Jerome." 

But the severest trial Clement underwent at Jerome*s 
hauds was unpremeditated. It came about thus. Jerome, 
in an indulgent moment, went with him to Fra Colonna, and 
there "The Dream of Polifilo" lay on the table just copied 
fairly. The poor author, in the pride of hisheart, pointed 
out a master-stroke in it. 

**Por ages," said he, "fools have been layishing poetic 
praise and amorous compliment on mortal women, mere crea- 
tures of earth, smacking palpably of their origin ; Sirens at the 
Windows, where our Eoman women in particular have by 
lifelong study leamed the wily art to show their one good 
feature, though but an ear or an eyelash, at a jalosy, and hide 
all the rest; Magpies at the door, Capre n' i giardini, Angeli 
in Strada, Santo in chiesa, Diavoli in casa. Then come I 
and ransack the minstrels* lines for amorous tums, not for- 
getting those which Petrarch wasted on that French jilt 
Laura, the slyest of them all; and I lay you the whole 
bündle of spiee at the feet of the only females worthy 
amorous incense; towit, the Nine Muses." 

"By which goodly stratagem," said Jerome, who had 
been tuming the pages all this time, "you , a friar of St. Do- 
minie, have produced an obscene book." And he dashed 
Polifilo on the table. 

^* Obscene? thou discourteous monk!" And the author 
ran round the table, snatched PoUfilo away, locked himup, 
and, trembling with mortification, said, "My Gerard, pshawl 
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brother What's-his-name, had not found Polifilo obeeese 
Paris omnia para." 

" Such as read your Polifilo — Heaven grant ihey may b 
few! — will find him what I find him/* 

Poor Colonna gulped down this bitter pill as he migk 
and had he not been in bis own lodgings, and a high boa 
gentleman as well as a scholar, there might hare beeni 
ynlgar quarrel. As it was, he made a great effort, andtoniAi 
the conversation to a beautiful chrysolite the Cardinal Co- 
lonna had lent him ; and, while Clement handled it, enlarged 
on its moral virtaes: for he went the whole lengtb of hisagt 
as a worshipper of jewels. Bnt Jerome did not, and ex- 
postolated with him for believing that one dead stone cosk 
confervalouron its wearer, anoüier chastily, another safetj 
from poison , another temperance. 

'*The experience of ages proves they do,** said Golomu. 
^'As to the last virtae you have named, there sits a liYin^ 
proof. This Gerard — I beg pardon, brother Thingemy- 
comes from the north, where men driiik likefishes; yetwv 
he ever most abstemious. And whj? Carried an amelhjsL 
the clearest and fallest coloared e*6r I saw on any but noble 
finger. Where, in Heaven's name, is thine amethyst? Sbof 
it Üna onbeliever ! " 

*'And *twas that amethyst made the boy temperate?* 
asked Jerome, ironically. 

"Certainly. Why, what is the derivation and meaningo( 
amethyst? a negative, and ^«^va> to tipple. Go to, namet 
are but the signs of things. A stone is not called a/isd^aroi 
for two thousand years out of mere sport, and abuse of lan- 
guage." 

He then went throngh the prime jewels, illastrating their 
moral properties, especially of the ruby, the sapphire, the 
emerald, and the opal, by aneedotes out of grave hi8toriaD& 

"These be old wives* fahles," said Jerome, contempto- 
ously. " Was ever such credulity as thine ? " 

Now credulity is a reproach sceptics have offcen the ill* 
luck to incur : but it mortifies them none the less for that 
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The believer in stones writhed under it, and dropped the 
subject. ThenJerome, mistaking bis silence , exhortedbim 
to go a Step fartber, and give up from tbis day bis vain pagan 
lore, and study tbe lives of the saints. ^^Blot out tbese 
beatben superstitions from tby mind, brotber , as Cbristianily 
batb blotted tbem from tbe eartb." 

And in tbis strain be proceeded, repeating, incautiously, 
8ome current bat loose tbeologicsd Statements. Tben tbe 
smarting Polifilo revenged bimself. He flew out, and burled 
a mountain of crude, miscellaneous lore upon Jerome, of 
wbicb partly for want of time, partly for lack of leaming, I 
can reproduce but a few fragments. 

"Tbe beatben blotted out! Wby they bold four-fiftbs 
of the World. And wbat bave we Christians invented without 
tbeiraid? painting? sculpture? tbese are beatben arts, and 
we but pigmies at tbem. Wbat modern mind can conceive 
and grave so god-like forms as did tbe cbief Athenian 
sculptors, and tbe Libyan Llcas, and Dinocrates of Macedon, 
and Scopas, Timotbeus, Leochares, and Briazis; Chares, 
LysippuB, and tbe immortal three of Rhodes, tbat wrougbt 
Laocoon from a single block? Wbat prince batb tbe genius 
totummountainsintostatues, as wasdoneatBagistan, and 
projected at Athos? wbat town the soul to plant a colossos of 
brass in tbe sea, for tbe tallest ships to sail in and out between 
bis legs? Is it arcbitecture we have in-vented? Wby bere 
too we are but children. Can we match for pure dcsign tbe 
Parthenon, with its Clusters of double and single Doric 
columns ? (I do adore tbe Doric wben tbe scale is large), and, 
for grandeur and finish , tbe theatres of Greece and Rome , or 
tbe prodigious temples of Egypt, up to wbose portals men 
walked awe-struek througb avenues a mile long of sphinzes, 
each as big as a Venetian palace. And all tbese prodigies of 
porphyry cut and polisbed like crystal, not rougb bewn as in 
our puny structures. Even now tbeir polisbed columns and 
pilasters lie o*ertbrown and broken, o*ergrown with acantbus 
and myrtle, but sparkling still, and fiouting tbe slovenly art 
bf modern workmen. Isitsewers, aqueducts, viaducts? 
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"Why we haye lost the art of making a road — lost 
with the worid*fl greatest modeis ander our very eye. Is i: 
sepulchres of the dead? Why no Christian nation has ere 
erected a tomb the sight of which does not set a schok 
laughing. Do bat think of the Maasoleam, and the PjTamidi 
and the monstrous sepulchres of the Indus and G-anges, whiei 
outside are mountains, and within are mines of preeion 
stones. Ah, you have not seen the East, Jerome, or you coole 
not decry the heathen." 

Jerome observed that these were mere mateiial thlngs. 
True greatness was in the souL 

"Well then," replied Colonna, "in the world of mind 
whathavewediscovered? Is it geometry? Isitlogic? ^&j. 
we are all pupils of Eaclid and Aristotle. Is it writtec 
characters, an invention almost divine? We no more in- 
yented it than Cadmus did. Is it poetry ? Homer hath ne?H 
been approached by us, nor hath Virgil, nor Horace. h it 
tragedy or comedy ? Why poets , actors , theatres , all feil to 
dust at our touch. Have we succeeded in reviving them 
Would you compare our little miserable mysteries and 
moralities, all frigid personification and dog Latin , with the 
glories of a Greek play (on the decoration of which a hundred 
thousand crowns had been spent) performed inside a marbk 
miracle, the audience a seated city, and the poet a Sopho- 
des? 

" What then have we invented ? Is it monotheism ? Whj 
the leamed and philosophical among the Greeks aud Romans 
held it; even their more enlightened poets were monotheists 
in their sleeves. 

* Zivg tativ ov^avog, Z§vg tt yv ^*^S *ot narra,^ 
saith the Greek , and Lucan echoes him : 

'Jupiter est quod conqae ridei qao canque moveria.* 

"Their vulgär were polytheists; and what are ours? We 
have not invented 'invocation of the saints.' Our sancti 
answer to their Daemones and Divi , and the heathen used to 
pray their Divi or deified mortals to intercede with the higher 
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divinity; but the rüder minds among them , incapable of nice 
distmctions , worshipped those lesser gods they should have 
but invoked. And so do the mob of Christians in our day, 
following the heathen vulgär by unbroken tradition. For in 
holy writ is no polytheism of any sort or kind. 

** We have not invented so much as a form , or variety , of 
polytheism. The pagan vulgär worshipped all sorts of deified 
mortals, and eaeh had his^vourite, towhomhe prayedten 
times for once to the Omnipotent. Our vulgär worshlp 
canonized mortals, and each has his favourite, to whom he 
prays ten times for once to God. Call you that invention? 
Invention is confined to the East. Among the ancient vulgär 
only the mariners were monotheists ; they worshipped Venus ; 
caUed her * Stella maris,* and 'Regina caelorum.* Among our 
vulgär only the mariners are monotheists; they worship the 
Virgin Mary, and call her 'the Star of the Sea,' and *the 
Queen of Heaven.* Call you theirs a new religion? An old 
doublet with a new button. Our vulgär make Images, and 
adore them, which is absurd; for adoration is the homage due 
from a creature to its creator; now here man is the creator; 
so the statues ought to worship him«, and would, if they had 
brains enough to justify a rat in worshipping them. But even 
this abuse, though ehildish enough to be modern, is ancient. 
The pagan vulgär in these parts made their Images, then 
knelt before them, adomed them with flowers, offered in- 
cense to them, lighted tapers before them, carried them in 
procession, and made pilgrimages to them just to the smallest 
tittle as we their Imitators do.** 

Jerome here broke in impatiently , and reminded him that 
the Images the most revered in Christendom were made by no 
mortal band, but had dropt from heaven. 

"Ay," cried Colonna, "such are the tutelary Images of 
mostgreat Italian towns. I have examined nineteen of them, 
and made draughts of them. If they came from the sky , our 
worst sculptors are our angels. But my mind is easy on that 
score. Ungainly statue, or villanous daub feil never yet from 
heaven to smuggle the bread out of capable workmen*s 
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mouüis. All this is Pagan, and arose thus. The Trojasi 
had oriental imaginations , and feigned that their Palladim. 
a wooden statue three cubits long, feil down from hea?si 
The Greeks took this fib home among the spoils of Troy, m 
soon it rained statues on all the Grecian eitles, and their Lalii 
apes. And one of these Palladia gaye St Paul trouble s 
Ephesus ; 'twas a statue of Diana that feil down from Jnpit^ 
credat qui credere possit." 

«What would yon cast your profane doabts on tliat 
pictore of our blessed Lady, which scarce a centory agoo« 
hang Instrous in the air oyer this very city, and was takei 
down by the Pope and bestowed in St. Peter's Church?" 

^^1 have no profane doabts on the matter. Jerome. Th^ 
is the Story of Nama*s shield, revived by theologians witii&i 
itch for fiction, bat no talent that way; not being orientak 
The ^ancile,* or sacred shield of Nama hang lustroiis intk 
air over this yery city, tili that pioas prince took it down and 
hang it in the temple of Jupiter. Be just, swallow both storia 
orneither. The ^Bocca dellaVerita' passes for a statue of 
the Virgin, and conyicted a woman of perjury the other day; 
it is in reality an Image of the goddes Rhea, and the moden 
figment is one of its ancient traditions; swallow both or 
neither. 

* Qai BaTium non odlt «met tua eannina, M«Ti.* 

^^But indeed we owe all our Palladiuncula, and all our 
speaking, nodding, winking, sweating, bleeding, statues to 
these poor abused heathens: the Athenian statues all sweated 
before the battle of ChaBronea, so did the Roman stataes 
duringTully*s consulship, viz., the statue of Victory atCapua, 
of Mars at Rome, and of Apollo outside the gates. The 
Palladium itself was brought to Italy by -^neas, and after 
keeping quiet three centuries , made an obsenration in Yesta's 
Temple: a trivial one, I fear, since it hath not survived; 
Juno's statue at Veii assented with a nod to go to Rome. 
Anthony*8 statue on Mount Alban bledfromevery veininÜB 
marble, before the fight of Actium. Others cured diseases: 
as that of Pelichus , derided by Lucian; for the wiser among 
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the heathen belieyed in sweating marble , weeping wood , and 
bleeding brass — as I do. Of all our marks and dents made 
in stone by soft substances, this saint's knee, and that saint's 
finger , and t'other's head , the original is heathen. Thus the 
footprints of Hercules were shown on a rock in Scythia. 
Castor and Polluz fighting on white horses for Borne against 
the Latians, left the prints of their hoofs on a rock at 
Begillum. A temple was built to them on the spot, and the 
marks were to be seen in Tully's day. You may see near 
Venice a great stone cut nearly in half by St. George's sword. 
This he ne'er had done bnt for the old Roman who cut the 
whetstone in two with his razor. 

* Qai BaTium non odit amet toa carmina, Msyi/ 

"Eossing of images, and the Pope's toe, is Eastem 
Paganism. The Egyptians had it of the Assyrians, the 
(xreeks of the Egyptians, the Bomans of the Greeks, and we 
of the Bomans, whose Pontifex Maximus had his toekissed 
linder the Empire. The Dmids kissed their High Priest's toe 
a thousand years b.c. The Mussulmans, who like you, profess 
to abhor Heathenism, kiss the stone of the Caaba: a Pagan 
practice. 

^'The Priests of Baal kissed their idols so. 

" Tully teils us of a fair image of Hercules at Agrigentum, 
whose chin was wom by kissing. The lower parts of the 
Statue we call Peter are Jupiter. The toe is sore wom, but 
not all by Christian mouths. The heathen vulgär laid their 
lips thero first, for many a year, and ours have but foUowea 
them, as monkeys their masters. And that is why, down 
with the poor heathen! Pereant qui ante nos nostra fe- 
cerint. * 

" Our infant baptism is Persian, with the fönt, and the 
signing of the child's brow. Our throwing three handfuls of 
earth on the coffin, and saying dust to dust, is Egyptian. 

" Our incense is Oriental, Boman, Pagan ; and the eariy 
Fathers of the Church regarded it with superstitious horror, 
and died for refiising to handle it. Our holy water is Pagan, 
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and all its oses. See, here is a Pagan aspersorinm. Coa])^ 
jovL teil it ftt)m one of oiirs? It stood in the same part of thcr 
temples, and was osed in ordinary worship as oors, and ii 
extraordinary porifications. Thej called it Aqua lustnlk 
Tbeir ynlgar, like ours, thonght drops of it fallin^ on the bodj 
wonldwashontsin; andtheirmenofsense, like oors, aoiDec 
or sigbed at snch credulity. What saith Ovid of tiiis fbllr. 
which hath outlived him? 

" Ah nimiam facilei, qal tristU crimf nm eoBdia 
Flomineft toll! po§§e patetif «qttft.* 

Tbou seest the heathen were not all fools. No more are wt 
Nota//." 

FraColonna nttered all this with such yolubilily, tiiathi 
hearers conld not edge in a word of remonstrance ; and not 
being intermpted in praising bis favoorites, he recoyered hk 
good bnmoiu*, without anj diminntion of bis yolubilily. 

" We celebrate the miraculous Conception of the Virgin ob 
the 2nd of February. The old Romans celebrated the min- 
culous Conception of Juno on the 2nd of Febmary . Our feast 
of All Saints is on the 2nd Noyember. The Festum Dei Moitu 
was on the 2nd Noyember. Our Candlemas is also an old 
Roman feast: neither the date nor the ceremony altered one 
tittle. The patrician ladies carried candles about the citj 
that night as our signoras do now. At the gate of San Croce 
our courtezans keep a feast on the 20th August. Ask then 
why I The little noodles cannot teil you. On that very spot 
stood the Temple of Venus. Her building is gone; but her rite 
remains. Did we discoyer Purgatory? On the contrary, all 
we really know about it is from two treatises of Plato, the 
Gorgias and the Phaedo, and the sixth book of Virgil's 
JEneid.'' 

"I take itfrom a holier source : St. Gregory : " said Jerome, 
stemly. 

"Like enough," replied Colonna, drily. "But St. Gre- 
gory was not so nice ; he took it from Virgil. Some souls, 
saith Gregory, are purged by fire, others by water, others by 
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"SayBVirgil: — 

* Alias pandontur inanes, 
Siupengas ad ventos, aliis sab gnrgite vasto 
Infectom eluitar scelus, aut exoritur Ignl.* 

But peradventure, you think Pope Gregory I. lived before 
Virgil, and Virgil versified him. 

^^But the doctrine is Eastem, and as much older than 
Plato as Plato than Gregory. Our prayers for the dead came 
£rom Asia with ^neas. Ovid teils, that when he prayed for 
the sool of Anchises, the custom was stränge in Italy. 

' Hunc morem ^nasas, pietatis idoneas aactor 
Attulit in terras, jiute Latine, toas/ 

The 'BiblicssSortes/ which Ihaye seen constdted on thealtar, 
are a parody on tiie *Sortes Virgilianae.* Our numerous 
altars in one church are heathen: the Jews, who are mono- 
theists, have bat one altar in a church. Bat the Pagans had 
many, being polytheists. In the temple of Paphian Yenas 
were a handred of them. ^Centam qae Sabseo thare calent 
arsB.' Oar altars and oar handred lights aroand St. Peter*s 
tomb are Pagan. ' Centam aras posait vigilemqae sacraverat 
ignem.' We invent nothing, not even namerically. Our very 
Devil is the god Pan: homs and hoofs and all; bat blackened. 
For we cannot draw; we can bat daub the figures of Anti- 
quity with a little sorry paint or soot. Our Moses hath stolen 
the homs of Amnion; our Wolfgang the hook of Saturn; and 
Janus bore the keys of heaven before St. Peter. All our 
really old Italian bronzes of the Virgin and Child are Venuses 
and Cupids. So is the wooden statue that Stands hard by 
this house, of Pope Joan and the child she is said tohave 
brought f orth there in the middle of a procession. Idiots ! are 
new-bom children thirteen years old? And that boy is not a 
day yoonger. Cupidl Cupid! Cupid! And since you accuse 
me of credulity, Imow that to my mind that Papess is füll as 
mythological, bom of froth, and every way unreal, as the 
goddess who passes for her in the next street, or as the saints 
you call St. Baccho and St. Quirina: or St. Oracte, which is a 
dunce-like corruption of Mount Soracte, or St. Amphibolus, 
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an Englisb saint, which is a dunce-like comipti<m of tk 
cloak wom bj their St. Alban, or as the Spanish samt, & 
Yiar, which words on his tombstone , written thos : ^ S. Yisj, 
prove him no saint, bat a good old nameless heathen, «^ 
*prsafectu8 Viarum,* or overaeer of roads (would he wen 
back to earth, and paganiziug of our Christian roads !), ort: 
our St. Veronica of Benasco, which Veronica is a dunce-lib 
corruption of the 'Vera icon,* which this saint brought int? 
the church. I wish it maj not be as unreal as the donoL 
or as the eleven thousand virgins of Cologne, who -were bntJ 
couple." 

Clement interrupted him to inquire what he meant 
have spoken with those who have seen their bones.'* 

'^What of eleven thousand virgins all collected in odi 
place and at one time? Do bat bethink thee, Clement. Itoi 
one of the great Eastem cities of antiquity could collect 
eleven thousand Pagan virgins at one time, far leas a punj 
Western city. Eleven thousand Christian virgins in a litüe. 
wee, Paynimcityl 

* Qaod cnnque oatendla mihi sie Ineredolns odi.* 

The simple sooth is this. The martyrs were two: the Breton 
princess herseif, falselj called British, and her maid Onesi- 
milla, which isaGreek name, Onesima, diminished. This 
some fool did mispronounce undecim mille, eleven thousand 
loose tongue found credulous ears, and so one fool made 
many; eleven thousand ofM«m, an jou will. And jou Charge 
me with credulity, Jerome? and bid me read the lives of the 
saints. Well, I have read them : and many a dear old Pagan 
acquaintance I found there. The best fictions in the book 
are Oriental, and are known to have been current inPersia 
and Arabia eight hundred years and more before the datea 
the Church assigns to them as facts. As for the true Westen 
figments, they lack the Oriental plausibility. Think youl 
am credulous enough to believe that St. Ida joined a de- 
capitated head to its body? that Cuthbert's carcass directed 
hisbearers where to go, and where to stop; that adty was 
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eaten ttp of rata to punisli one Hatto for comparing the poor 
to mice; that angels have a little hom in their foreheads, and 
that this was seen and recorded at the time by St. Veronica 
of Benasco, who never existed, and hath leftns this informa- 
tion and a miracolous handkercher? For my part, I think 
the holiest woman the world e'er saw must have an ezistence 
ere she can have a handkercher, or an eye to take nnicoms 
for angels. Think yon I believe that a brace of lions tumed 
sextons and helped Anthony bury Paul of Thebes? that 
Patrick, a Scotch saint, stAck agoat's beard on all the de- 
scendants of one that offended him? that certain thieves, 
having stolen the convent ram, and denying it, St. Pol de 
Leon bade the ram bear witness, and straight the mutton 
bleated in the thief s belly ? Would you have me give up the 
skilful figments of antiquity for such old wives* fahles as 
these? The ancients lied about animals , too : but then they 
liedlogically; we unreasonably. Do but compare Ephis and 
his lion, or, better still, Androcles and his Hon, with Anthony 
and his two lions. Both the pagan lions do what lions never 
did; but at the least they act in character. A lion with a 
hone in his throat, or a thom in his foot, could not do better 
than be civil to a man. But Anthony's lions are asses in a 
lion's skin. What leonine motive could they have in tum- 
ing sextons? A lion*s business is to make corpses, not inter 
them.** Headded, withasigh, '^Our lies are as inferior to 
the lies of the ancients as our statues, and for the same 
reason; we do not study nature as they did. We are imita- 
tores, servum pecus. Believe you Hhe lives of the saints;* 
that Paul the Theban was the fürst hermit, and Anthony the 
first Caönobite? Why, Pythagoras was an Eremite, and 
tuider ground for seven years: and his daughter was an 
abbess. Monks and hermits were in the East long before 
Moses, and neither old Greece nor Borne was ever without 
them. As for St. Francis and his snowballs, he did but mimic 
Diogenes, who, naked, embraced statues on which snow had 
fallen. The folly without the poetry. Ape of an ape — for 
Diogenes was but a mimic therein of the Brahmins and lu^ 
The Qoiiter ani the üearth, II* 13 
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dian gymnosophists. Natheless , the children of this Frascj 
bid fair to pelt us out of the church with their snowbaik 
Teil me now, Clement, what habit is lovelier than theves 
mentß of our priests? Well, we owe them all to Nuina Pen 
piliuB, except the girdle and the stole, which are judsie^ 
Ab for the amice and the albe, they retain the very naniD 
they bore in Numa's day. The *pelt* wom by the csnm 
comes from primeval Paganism. *Ti8 a relic of those m 
times when the sacrificing priest wore the skins of ihe beas^ 
with the für outward. Strip off thy black gown , «Jerome, tb 
girdle and cowl , for they come to ns all three from the F&ga 
ladies. Let thy hair grow like Absalom's, Jerome! for^ 
tonsure is as Pagan as the Muses." 

"Take care what thou sayest," said Jerome, stemly 
"We know the very year in which the Church did fi« 
ordain it." 

" But not invent it , Jerome. The Brahmins wore it a fe* 
thousand years ere that. From them it came through tk 
Assyrians to the priests of Isis in Egypt, and afterwards of 
Serapis at Athens. The late Pope (Üie saints be good ti 
him) once told me the tonsure was forbidden by Grod to tht 
Levites in the Pentateuch. If so, tbis was because of the 
Egyptian priests wearing it I trust to his holiness. I as 
no biblical scholar. The Latin of thy namesake Jerome is & 
barrier I cannot overleap. *Dizit ad me Dominus Deus. 
Dixi ad Dominum Deum.* No, thank you, holy Jerome; I 
can stand a good deal, but I cannot stand thy Latin. Naj; 
give me the New Testament ! 'Tis not the Greek of Xenophon ; 
but 'tis Greek. And there be heathen sayings in it too. For 
St. Paul was not so spitefiil against them as thou. When the 
heathen said a good thing that suited his matter, by Jupiter 
hejusttookit), andmixed it to all etemity with the inspired 
text." 

"Comeforth, Clement, comeforth!" said Jerome, rising; 
"and thou, profane monk, know that but for the powerfol 
liouse that upholds thee, thy acciu*sed heresy should go no 
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farther, for I woald have thee bumed at the stake." And he 
strode out white with Indignation. 

Colonna*s reception of this threat did credit him as an 
enthusiast. He ran and hallo wed joTfullj after Jerome. 
"And tluü is Pagan. Burning of men's bodies for the opinions 
of their souls is a purelj Pagan custom — as Pagan as in- 
cense, holj water, a hundred altars in one church, the tonsure, 
the cardinal's, or flamen*s hat, the word Pope, the — " 

Here Jerome slammed the door. 

But ere thej could get clear of the house a jalosj was 
flung open, and the Paynim monk came out head and 
Shoulders, and overhung the street, shoutiug — 

" ' Affeotl ■appliciis Ohristiani, genas hominam 
Not» aupersUtionis ac maleficc.*" 

And having deliyered this parting blow, he feit a great 
triumphantjoj, and strode exultant to and &o; and notat- 
tending with his usual care to the fair way (for his room could 
onlj be threaded by little paths wriggling among the anti- 
quities), tripped over the beak of an Egyptian stork, and 
rolled upon a regiment of Armenian gods, which he found 
tough in argument though small in stature. 

"You will go no more to that heretical monk," said 
Jerome to Clement. 

Clement sighed. "Shall we leave him and not try to 
correct him? Make allowance for heat of discourse! He 
was nettled. BLis words are worse than his acts. OhI *tis a 
pure and charitable soul." 

*'So are all arch-heretics. Satan does not tempt them 
like other men. Bather he makes them more moral, to give 
their teaching weight. Fra Colonna cannot be corrected; 
his family is all-powerful in Bome. Praj we the saints he 
blasphemes to enlighten him. *Twill not be the first time 
they have retumed good for evil. Meantime thou art forbid- 
den to consort with him. From this daj go alone through 
the city! Confess and absolve sinners! exorcise demons! 
comfort the sicki terrify the impenitent! preach wherever 

13* 



196 THB OLOTSTEft 

men are gathered , and occasion serves ! and hold no converse 
with the Fra Colonna I *' 

Clement bowed his head. 

Then the prior, at Jerome's reqnest, had the younghw 
watched. And one daj the spj retomed with the ne ws tii£ 
brother Clement had passed bj the Fra Colonna's lodging, 
and had stopped a little while in the street, and then ^ne od. 
but with his hand to bis eyes, and slowlj. 

This report Jerome took to the prior. The prior asked 
his opinion, and also Anselm's, who was then taking leaye of 
him on his retom to Juliers. 

Jerome.] " Humph I He obeyed , but with regret , ay , wiÄ 
childish repining." 

Änselm,] ^'He shed a natural tear at tuming his back aa 
a friend and a benefactor. But he obeyed.** 

Now Anselm was one of jour gentle irresistibles. He had 
at times a mild ascendant even over Jerome. 

"Worthy brother Anselm,** said Jerome, "Clement is 
weak to the very bone. He will disappoint thee. He will do 
nothing great, either for the Church or for our holy order. 
Yet he is an orator , and hath drunken of the spirit of St. Bo- 
minic. Fly him, then, with a string.** 

That same day it was announced to Clement that he was 
to go to England immediately with brother Jerome. 

Clement folded his hands on his breast, and bowed his 
head in calm Submission. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

A Cathebinb is not an unmized good in a stränge house. 
The governing power is strong in her. She has scarce crossed 
the threshold ere the Utensils seem to brighten; the hearth to 
sweep itself; the Windows to let in more light; and the souI 
of an enormous cricket to animate the dwelling-place. Bat 
this cricket is a Busy Body. And that is a tremendous cha« 
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racter. It has no discnmination. It sets everything to 
rights, and everybody. Now many tldngs are the better for 
being set to rights. Bat everything is not. Everything is 
the one thingthat won't stand being set to rights*, except in 
that cahn and cool retreat, the grave. 

Catherine altered the position of every chair and table in 
Margaret's house ; and perhaps for the better. 

But she must go farther and npset the live fumiture. 

When Margaretes time was close at band, Catherine 
treacherously invited the aid of Denys and Martin: and, on 
thepoor, simple-minded, fellows asking her eamestly what 
Service ihey coold be, she told them they might make them- 
selves comparatively usefol by going foralittle walk. So 
far so good. Bat she intimated farther that shoald the 
promenade extend into the middle of nezt week all the better. 
This was not ingratiatiug. 

The sabseqaent condact of the strong ander the yoke of 
the weak might have propitiated a she-bear with three cubs, 
one sickly. They generally slipped oat of the hoase at day- 
break: and stole in like thieves at night: and if by any 
Chance they were at home , they went aboat like cats on a 
wall tipped with broken glass, and wearing awe-strack 
▼isages, and a general air of subjagation and depression. 

Bat all woald not do. Their very presence was ill timed : 
and jarred apon Catherine*s nerves. 

Did instinct whisper , a pair of depopalators had no basi- 
ness in a hoase with maltipÜers twain? 

The breastplate is no armoar against a female tongae: 
and Catherine ran infinite pins and needles of speech into 
them. In a word, when Margaret came down stairs, she found 
tbe kitchen swept of heroes. 

Martin, old and stiff, had retreated no farther than the 
Street, and with the honoars of war : for he had carried off bis 
baggage, a stool: and sat on it in the air. 

Margaret saw he was oat in the san : bat was not aware he 
was a fixtare in that laminary. She asked for Denys. '^G-ood, 
kind Denys; he will be right pleased to see me about again." 
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Catherine, wiping a bowl with now superflaons ▼igoot 
told her Denys was gone to his friends in Burgund j-. ^'An: 
high time. Hasn't been anigh them this three years , bj aü 
accounts." 

^'What, gone without bidding me farewell?" said Mar- 
garet, opening two tender eyes like fiill-blown yiolets. 

Catherine reddened. For this new view of the matter set 
her conscience pricking her. 

Bat she gave a little toss, and said, ^' Oh, 70a were asle^ 
at the time : and I would not have 70a wakened." 

"Poor DenTS,** said Margaret: and the dew gathered 
yisiblj on the open yiolets. 

Catherine saw out of the comer of her eye , and , without 
taking a bit of open notice, slipped off and layished hospitalitr 
and tendemess on the surviying depopolator. 

It was sndden ; and Martin old and stiff in more wajs thai: 
one. 

^'No, thank yon, dame. I have got used to out o' doors 
And I love not changing and changing. I meddle wi* nobodj 
here : and nobody meddles wi' me." 

"Oh, younasty, cross, oldwretchl" screamed Catherine, 
passing in a moment &om treacle to sharpest vinegar. And 
she flounced back into the house. 

On calm reflection she had a little cry. Then she half re- 
conciled herseif to her conduct by vowing to be so kind 
Margaret should never miss her plagues of soldiers. Bat, 
feeling still a little uneasy, she dispersed all regrets by a pro- 
cess at once simple and sovereign. 

She took and washed the child. 

From head to foot ehe washed him in tepid water: and 
heroes , and their wrongs , became as dust in an ocean — of 
soap and water. 

While this celestial ceremony proceeded , Margaret could 
not keep quiet. She hovered round the fortunate performer. 
She must have an apparent band in it , if not a real. She put 
her finger into the water — to pave the way for her boy, I 
Buppose j for she could not have deceived herseif so far as to 
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tbink Catherine would allow her to settle the temperatnre. 
Döring the ablution she kneeled down opposite the little 
Grerard, and prattled to him with amazing fluency; taking 
care, however, not to articulate like grown-up people; for 
how could a cherab understand their ridiculous pronuncia- 
üon? 

"I wish 70a could wash out that,** said ehe, fixing her 
eyes on the Httle boy*s hand. 

"What?" 

" What, have you not noticed ? on his little finger." 

Granny looked, and there was a little brown mole. 

"Ehl but this is wonderfull" she cried. "Nature, my 
iass, y are strong; and meddlesome toboot. Hast noticed 
such a mark on some one eise. Teil the tmth, girl l *' 

**What, on htm f Nay, mother, notl.? 

"Wellthenhehas; and on the very spot. Andyounever 
noticed that much. Bat, dear heart, I forgot; you han't 
known him &om child to man as I have. I haye had him 
hundreds o* times on my knees, the same as this, andwashed 
him from top to toe in In- warm water." And she swelled 
with conscious superiority; and Margaret looked meekly up 
to her as a woman beyond competition. 

Catherine looked down ^om her dizzy height, and 
moralized. Shedifferedfromotherbusy-bodies intiiis, that 
she now and then reflected : not deeply ; or of course I should 
take care not to print it. 

<^lt is Strange,** said she, ^'how things come round and 
about. Life is bat a whirHgig. Leastways, we poor women, 
our lives are all cut upon one pattem. Wasn*t I for washing 
out my Gerard's mole in his young days? < Oh, fie I here*s a 
foul blot,' quo* I; and scrubbed away at it I didtilll made 
the poor wight cry ; so then I thought *twas time to give over. 
And now says you to me, * Mother,* says you, *do try and 
wash yon out o* my Q-erard*s finger ,* says you. Think on*t I *' 

"Wash it out?** cried Margaret; "I wouldn't for all the 
World. Why it is the sweetest bit in his little darling body, 
1*11 kiss it mom and night tili he, that owned it first, cömes 
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back to US three. Oh, bleas you, my jewel of gold and dher, 
for being marked like your own daddy, to comfort me." 

And she kissed little Gerard*s little mole; bat she cook 
not stop there ; she presently had him sprawling on her lap, 
and kissed his back all over again and again, and seemedtr 
worry him as wolf a lamb; Catherine looking on and sznilinf 
She had seen a good many of these savage onslaughts in her 
day. 

And this little sketch indicates the tenor of Margaret! 
life for several months. One or two small things occarred to 
her during that time, which must be told ; bat I reserve them, 
since one string will serve for many glass beads. But, while 
her boy's father was passing through those fearfiil tempests 
of the soul, ending in the dead monastic calm, her life might 
fairly be summed in one great blissM word — Matemity. 

You, who know what lies in that word, enlarge my little 
sketch, and see the youngmother nursing and washing, and 
dressing and undressing, and crowing and gamboUing witii 
herfirst-bom; then 8w£ffcer than lightning dart your eye into 
Italy, and see the cold cloister; and the monks passing üke 
ghosts, eyesdown, handsmeekly crossedover bosoms dead 
to earthly feelings. 

One of these cowled ghosts is he, whose retum, füll of 
love, andyouth, andjoy, that radiant young mother awaits. 

In the yalley of Grindelwald the traveller has on one aide 
the perpendicular Alps, all rock, ice, and everlasting snow, 
towering above the clouds, and piercing to the sky; on'his 
other hand little every-day slopes, but green as emeralds, 
and studded with cows, and pretty cots, and life; whereas 
those lofty neighbours stand leafless, lifeless, inhuman, 
sublime. Elsewhere sweet commonplaces of nature are apt 
topassunnoticed; but, fronting the grim Alps, theysoothe, 
Mid even gently strike, the mind, by contrast with their 
tremendous opposites. Such, in their way, are the two halves 
of this stoiy, rightly looked at; on the Italian side rugged 
adventure, strong passion, blasphemy, vice, penitence, pure 
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Lee, boly snow, soaring direct at heaven. On the Dutch aide, 
all on a humble scale and womanish, but ever green. And as 
a pathway parts the ice towers of Grindelwald, aspiring to 
the sky, from its little sunny braes , so here ifl but a page be- 
tween "the Cloister and the Hearth." 



CHAPTEK XXIV. 

W^t €loimv, 

The new pope favoured the Dominican order. The con- 
vent received a message from the Vatican, requiring a 
capable friar to teach at the university of Basle. Now Clement 
was the very monk for this : well versed in languages, and in 
hiB worldly days had attended the lectures of Guarini the 
younger. Hiß visit to England was therefore postponed, 
though not resigned; and meantime he was sent to Basle: 
bat not being wanted there for three months, he was to preach 
on the read. 

He passed out of the northem gate with his eyes lowered, 
and the whole man wrapped in pious contemplation. 

Oh, if we could paint a mind and its story, what a Walking 
fresco was this bare-footed friar! 

Hopeful, happy love, bereavement, despair, impiety, vice, 
Buicide, remorse, religious despondency, penitence, death to 
fhe World, resignation. 

And all in twelve short months. 

And now the traveller was on foot again. But all was 
changed : no perilous adventures now. The very thieves and 
robbers bowed to the ground before him, and, instead of 
robbing him, forced stolen money on him, and begged his 
prayers. 

This joumey therefore fumished few picturesque in- 
cidents. I have, however, some readers to think of, who care 
little for melodrama, and expect a quiet peep at what passes 
inside a man. To such students things undramatic are often 
vocal, denoting the progress of a mind. 
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The first Snnday of Clemenfs joomey was marked hj^hk 
He prayed for the soul of Margaret. He had never donesc 
before. Not that her etemal welfare was not dearer to his 
than anythmg on earth. Itwas bis humility. The terribleim- 
pieties that burst from him on the news of her death hoirMed 
my well-disposed readers; but not as on reflection they horri- 
fied him who had uttered them. For a long time durmghs 
novitiate he was oppressed with religions despair. He 
thought he must have committed that sin against the Hol? 
Spirit which dooms the soul for ever. Bj degrees that da^ 
cloud cleared away, Anselmo jnvante : bat deep self-abase- 
ment remained. He feit bis own salvation insecure, and 
moreover thought it would be mockingHeayen, shoold he, tbe 
deeply stained, pray for a soul so innocent, comparatively, as 
Margaretes. So he used to coax good Anselm and anotiier 
kindly monk to pray for her. They did not refose, nor doit 
by halves. In general the good old monks (and there weie 
good , bad , and indifferent, in every convent) had a pure and 
tenderaffection for theiryounger brethren, which, intrath, 
was not of this world. 

Clement then, having preached on Sunday moming in a 
small Italian town, and being mightily carried onward, was 
greatly encouraged ; and that day a balmy sense of God's for- 
giyeness and love descended on him. And he prayed for the 
welfare of Margaretes soul. And from that hour this became 
bis daily habit, and the one purified tie, that by memory con- 
nected bis heart with earth. 

For bis family were to him as if they had never been. 

The Church would not share with earth. Nor could even 
the Church eure the great love without annihilating the 
smaller ones. 

Dm'ing most of this joumey Clement rarely feit any 
spring of bfe within him, but when he was in the pulpit. The 
other exceptions were, when he happened to relieve some 
fellow-creature. 

A young man was tarantula bitten, or perhaps, like many 
more, fancied it. Fancy or reality, he had been for two days 
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without sleep) and in most extraordinaryconvulsions, leaping, 
twisting, and beating the walls. The village musicians had 
only excited him worse with their music. Exhaustion and 
death f ollowed the disease , when it gained such a head. Cle- 
ment passed bj and leamed what was the matter. He sent 
for a psaltery, and tried the patient with soothing melodies; 
but, if the other tunes maddened him, Clements seem to crosh 
him. He groaned and moaned under them, and grovelled on 
the floor. At last the friar observed that at intervals his lips 
kept going. He applied hisear, and found the patient was 
whispering a tone; and a very singular one, that had no 
existence. He leamed this tune, and played it. The patient's 
face brightened amazinglj. He marched about the room on 
the light fantastic toe enjoying it; and whenClement's fingers 
ached nearly off with playing it, he had the satisfaction of 
seeing the joung man sink complacenüj to sleep to this 
lullabj, the stränge creation of his own mind ; for it seems he 
was no musician, and never composed a tune before or affcer. 
This sleep saved his life. And Clement, after teaching the 
tune to another , in case it should be wanted again , went for- 
ward with his heart a little warmer. On another occasion he 
found a mob haling a decently-dressed man along, who 
struggled and vociferated , but in a stränge language. This 
person had walked into their town erect andsprightly, waving 
amulberry brauch over his head. Thereupon the natives 
first gazed stupidlj, not believing their eyes, then pounced on 
him and dragged him before the podesta. 

Clement went with them: but on the way drew quietly 
near the prisoner and spoke to him in Italian ; no answer. In 
French; German; Dutch; no assets. Then the man tried 
Clement in tolerable Latin, but with a sharpish accent. He 
Said he was an Englishman , and , oppressed with the heat of 
Italy, had taken a bough off the nearest tree, to save his head. 
"Inmy country anybody is welcome to what grows on the 
highway. Confound the fools ; I am ready to pay for it. But 
here is all Italy up in arms about a twig and a handful of 
leaves." 
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The pig-headed podesta wotdd have sent the doggedu- 
lander to prison: but Clement mediated, and with some du- 
culty made the prisoner comprehend that silkwomiB , and hj 
consequencemulberryleaTes, were sacred, bein^ ander tbc 
wing of the Sovereign, and his source of income ; and mgee 
on Üie podesta that ignorance of his molberry laws was na- 
tural in a distant country, where the rery tree pexiiaps wv 
unknown. The opinionative islander tumed the still yibnt- 
ing Scale hy pulling out a long purse and repeating^ his origi- 
nal theory, that the whole question was mercantile. **Qui(i 
damni?'* said he. "Dic;etcitosolvam." The podesta snuffeü 
the gold: fined him a ducat for the duke; about Üie value of 
the whole tree : and pouched the coin. 

The Englishman shook off his ire the moment he mt 
liberated, and laughed heartilyat the whole thing: but was 
very grateful to Clement. 

" You are too good for this hole of a country, father," said 
he. ^' Come to England I That is the only place in the world. 
I was an uneasy fool to leave it, and wander among molber- 
ries and their idiots. lamaKentishsquire, and educated at 
Cambridge University. My name it is Rolfe , my place Bet- 
shanger. The man and the house are both at your Service. 
Comft over and stay tili domesday. We sit down forty to 
dinner every day at Betshanger. One more or one less at tiie 
board will not be seen. You shall end your days with me and 
my heirs if you will. Come now I What an Englishman sajs 
he means." And he gave him a great hearty grip of the hand 
to confirm it. 

"I will Visit thee some day, myson," said Clement: "but 
not to weary thy hospitality." 

The Englishman then begged Clement to shrive him. "I 
know not what will become of my soul," said he. "I live like 
a heathen since I left England.** 

Clement consented gladly, audsoon the islander was on his 
knees to him by the road-side, confessing the lastmonth's 
slns. 

Finding him so pious a son of the Church, Clement let him 
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know he was really Coming to England. He tKen asked him 
whether it was true that country was overrun with Lollards 
and WickliJÖStes. 

The other coloured up a little. ** There be black sheep in 
everj land," said he. Then after some reflection he said, 
gravely, "Holy father, hear the truth about these heretics 
None are better disposed towards holy Church than we Eng- 
lish. But we are ourselves, and by ourselves. We love our 
own ways, and, above all, our own tongue. The Norman 
could conquer our biU-hooks, but not our tongues; and hard 
they tried it for many a long year by law and proclamation. 
Our good foreign priests utter God to piain English folk in 
Latin, or in some French or Italian lingo, like the bleating o£ 
a sheep. Then come the foxWickliff and hiscrew, and read 
him out of his own book in piain English, that all men^s hearts 
warmto. Whocanwithstandthis? God forgive me, I believe 
the English would tum deaf ears to St. Peter himself , spoke 
he not to them in the tongue their mothers sowed in their ears 
and their hearts along with mothers* kisses." He added 
hastily, " I say not this for myself ; I am Cambridge bred ; and 
good words come not amiss to me in Latin ; but for the people 
in general. Clayis ad corda Anglorum est lingua matema." 

'< My son," said Clement , *^ blessed be the hour I met thee ; 
for thy words are sober and wise. But, alasl how shalll 
leam your English tongue? No book have I." 

"1 would give you my book of hours, father. 'Tis in Eng- 
lish and Latin, cheek by jowl. But, then, what would become 
of my poor soul, wanting my *hour8* in a stränge land? Stay, 
you are a holy man, and I am an honest one; let us make a 
hargain ; you to pray for me every day for two months , and I 
to give you my book of hours. Here it is. What say you to 
that?" And his eyes sparkled, and he was all on fire with mer- 
cantility. 

Clement smiled gently at this trait: and quietly detached 
aMS. from his girdle, and showed him that it was in Latin 
and Italian. 

"See, my son," said he, "Heaven hath foreseen our 
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several needs , and given us the means to satisfy them : lets 
change books ; and, my dearson, I will give thee my poor 
prajers and welcome, not seil them thee. I love not religioe 
bargains." 

The islander was delighted. ^' So shall I leam the Italic 
tongue without risk to mj etemal weaL Near ia my pnrse. 
but nearer is my soul." 

He foreed money on Clement. In vain the fHar told hin 
it was contrary to his vow to carry more ofthat tiian wif 
barely necessary. 

"Lay it out for the good of the Church and of my soül' 
Said the islander. '<I ask you not to keep it, but take it joc 
must and shall." And he grasped Clement*s hand warmh 
again: and Clement kissed him on the brow, and blessed hm 
and they went each his way. 

About a mile from where they parted , Clement fonnd two 
tired wayfarers lying in the deep shade of a great chestnnt- 
tree, one of a thick grove the road skirted. Near the men was 
a little cart, and in it a printing-press, rüde and clomsy asa 
▼ine-press. A jaded müle was hamessed to the cart 

Aiid so Clement stood face to face with his old enemy. 

And as he eyed it, and the honest, blue-eyed faces of the 
wearied craftomen, he looked back as on a dream at the 
bittemess he had once feit towards this machine. He looked 
kindly down on them, and said, softly, 

"Sweynheim!" 

The men started to their feet. 

"Pannartz!" 

They scuttled into the wood, and were seen no more. 

Clement was amazed, and stood puzzling himself . 

Presently a face peeped from behind a tree. 

Clement addressed it. " What fear ye ? " 

Aquaveringvoicereplied, "Say, rather, by what magic 
you, a stranger, can call us by our names ! I never clapt eyes 
on you tili now." 

"0 superstition ! I know ye, as all good workmen are 
known — by your works. Come hither and I will teil ye." 
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They advanced gingerlj £rom different sides; each re- 
galating his advance by the other's. 

"My children," said Clement, '^I saw a Lactantius in 
Rome, printed by Sweynheim and Pannartz, disciples of 
Fust." 

" D'ye hear that, Pannartz? our work has gotten to Rome 
abready." 

"By your blue eyes and flaxen hair I wist ye were Ger- 
mans : and the printing-press spoke for itself. Who then 
should ye be but Fust'ß disciples , Pannartz and Sweyn- 
heim?" 

The honest Germans were now astonished that they had 
sospected magic in so simple a matter. 

^^The good father hath his wits about him, fhat is all," 
said Pannartz. 

"Ay," said Sweynheim, "and with those wits woold 
he could teil os how to get this tired beast to the next 
town." 

"Yea," said Sweynheim, "and where to find money to 
pay for his meat and ours when we get there." 

"I will try," said Clement "Free the mule of the cart, 
and of all hamess but the bare halter." 

This was done, and the animal immediately lay down and 
rolled on his back in the dust like a kitten. Whilst he was 
thas employed, Clement assured them he would rise up a new 
mnle. " His Creator hath taught him this art to refresh him- 
self , which the nobler horse knoweth not. Now, with regard 
to money, know that a worthy Englishman hath intrusted me 
with a certain smn to bestow in charity. To whom can I 
better give a stranger's money than to strangers? Take it, 
tiien, and be kind to some Englishman or other stranger in 
his need; and may all nations leam to love one another one 
day." 

The tears stood in the honest workmen's eyes. They took 
the money with heartfelt thanks. 

" It is your nation we are boond to thank and bless, good 
Pather, if webutknew it'' 
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" My nation is the Church." 

Clement was then for bidding them farewell, botibe 
honest fellows implored him to wait a little; they hadik' 
silver nor gold , but they had something they coold ^ve te 
benefactOT. They took the press out of the cart, and, whii 
Clement fed the mule , they busüed about, now on the wkb 
bot road, now in the deep cool shade, now half in andy 
out, and preseiitly printed a quarto sheet of eight pagci 
which was already set up. They had not type enough to pris 
two Sheets at a time. When, after the slower preliniinariei 
the printed sheet was puUed all in a moment, Clement wij 
amazed in tum. 

'^ What are all these words really fast upon the paper?' 
Said he. ^*Is it verily certain they will not go as swiftlj s 
they came? And you took me for a magiciani 'Tis *Ai- 
gustine de civitate Dei.* My sons, you carry bere the tcij 
wings of knowledge. Oh, never abuse this great craft 
Print no ill books! They would fly abroad countless as io- 
custs, and lay waste men's souls." 

The workmen said they ivould sooner put their hands 
under the screw than so abuse their goodly craft. 

And 80 they parted. 

There is nothing but meeting and parting in this world. 

At a town in Tuscany the holy friar had a sudden anü 
Strange rencontre with the past. He feil in with one of tho« 
motley assemblages of patricians and plebeians, piety and 
profligacy*, "a Company of pilgrims;" a subjeet too well 
painted by others for me to go and daub. 

They were in an immense bam belonging to the inn 
Clement, dusty and wearied, and no lover of idle gossip. 
sat in a comer studying the £nglishman*s hours, and making 
them out as much by bis own Dutch as by the Latin version. 

Presently a servant brought a bücket half füll of water, 
and put it down at bis feet. A female servant followed witb 
two towels. And then a woman came forward, and, crossing 
herseif, kneeled down without a word at the bucket-side, 
removed her fileeves entirely, and motionedtohimtoputliis 
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feet into the water. It was some lady of rank doing penance. 
She wore a mask scarce an inch broad, but effectual. More< 
OYer , she handled the friar*s feet more delicatelj than those 
do who are bom to such Offices. 

These penances were not uncommon; and Clement, 
though he had little faith inthisformof contrition, receivcd 
the Services of the incognita as a matter of course. Bat 
presently she sighed deeply, and, with her heartfelt sigh 
and her head bent low over her menial office , she seemed so 
bowed with penitence, that he pitied her, andsaid, calmlj 
but gently, "Can I aught for your soul's weal, my 
daughter?" 

She shook her head with a faint sob. '^Nought, holy 
father, nought: only to hear the sin of her who is most un- 
worthy to touch thy holy feet. *Tis part of my penance to teil 
sinless men how vile I am." 
"Speak, my daughter.'* 

"Father," said the lady, bending lower and lower, 
"these hands of mine look white, bat they are stained with 
blood, — the blood of the man I loved. Alas ! you withdraw 
yourfoot. Ahmel Whatshallldo? All holy things shrink 
from me." 

"Culpa meal culpa meal" said Clement eagerly. "My 
daughter, it was an unworthy movement of earthly weakness, 
for which /shall do penance. Judge not the Church by her 
feeblerservants. Not her foot, but herbosom, is offered to 
thee, repenting truly. Takecourage, then, and purge thy 
conscience of his load." 

On this the lady, in a trembling whisper, and hurriedly, 
and cringing a little , as if she feared the Church would stnke 
her bodily for what she had done, made this confession. 

"He was a stranger, and base-bom, but beautiful as 
Spring, and wise beyond hisyears. I loved him. I had not 
the prudence to conceal my love. Nobles courted me. I 
ne'er thought one of humble birth could reject me. I showed 
himmyheart; oh, shame of my sex! He drew back; yet he 
admiredme: but innocently. He loved another: and he was 
The CloUter and the Hearth, IL 14 
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constant. I resorted to a woman's wiles. They aYaüednot 
I borrowed the wickedness of men, and threatened bis lifo, 
and to teil his true loyer he died false to her. Ah! ycn 
shrink; your foot trembles. Am I not a monster? Then k 
wept and prayed to me for mercj; then my good angel helped 
me; I bade lum leave Rome. Gerard, Gferard, whydidyoa 
not obey me? 1 thought he was gone. Bat two months afte; 
this I met him. Never shall I forget it. I was descendisg 
the Tiber in my galley , when he came up it with a gay Com- 
pany, and at his side a woman beautiM as an angel, but hold 
and bad. That woman claimed me aloud for her rival 
Traitor and hypoerite, he had ezposed me to her, and to 
all the loose tongues in Rome. In terror and reyen^ I hired 
— a bravo. When he was gone on his bloody errand, I 
wayered too late. The dagger I had hired strack. He neia 
came back to his lodgings. Hewasdead. Alas! perhapshe 
was not so much to blame: none haye ever cast his namein 
my teeth. His poor body is not found: or I should kiss iti 
woonds ; and slay myself upon it. All aroond his yery name 
seems süent as the grave , to which this murderous hand has 
sent him." (Clements eye was drawn by her movement 
He recognized her shapely arm, and soft white band.) 
^' And ohi he was so young to die. A poor thooghtless hoj, 
that had fallen a victim to that bad woman*s arts, and 
she had made him teil her everything. Monster of crueltp, 
what penance can avail me? Oh, holy father, what shall 
I do?» 

Clement*s lips moved in prayer, but he was silent. He 
could not see his duty clear. 

Then she took his feet and began to dry them. She rested 
his foot upon her soft arm, and pressed it with the towel so 
gently she seemed incapable of hurting a fly. Yet her lips 
had just told another story, and a true one. 

While Clement was still praying for wisdom, a tear feil 
upon his foot. It decided him. "Hydaughter,** saidhe, "I 
myself have been a great sinner." 

"You, father?" 



AND THE HEARTH. 211 

<'I; qoite as great a sinner as thou; though not in the 
Barne ^wbj, The devil bas gins and snares, as well as traps. 
But penitence softened mj impious heart, and then gratitude 
remoulded it. Therefore, seeing you penitent, I hope you 
can be grateful to Hirn, who has been more mercifol to 70a 
than yon have to jour fellow-creatnre. Daugbter, the Chnrch 
Bends you comfort" 

^'Comforttome? ahl neyer! unless it can raise my victim 
from the dead." 

'< Take this crucifiz in thy band, fix thine eyes on it, and 
listen to me,** was all the reply. 

^' Yes, father; bat let me thoroughly diy yoor feetfirst: 
'tis ill sitting in wet feet: and you are the holiestman of all 
whose feet I haye washed. I know it by yoor voiee." 

< < Woman , I am not. As for my feet , they can wait their 
tiim. Obey thou me I " 

"Yes, father," said the lady, hnmbly. But with a 
woman's eTasive pertinacity she wreathed one towel swiftly 
round the foot she was drying, and placed his other foot on 
the dry napkin; then obeyed bis command. 

And, as she bowed over the orucifix, the low, solemn, 
tones of the firiar feil upon her ear, and his words soon 
made her whole body quiver with various emotipns, in quick 
succession. 

"My daughter, he you murdered — in intent — was one 
Gerard, a Hollander. He loyed a creature, as men should 
love none but their Redeemer and his Church. Heaven 
chastised him. A letter came to Rome. She was dead." 

"Poor Gerard I Poor Margaret !** moaned the peni- 
tent. 

Clement's voice faltered at this a moment. But soon , by 
a Btrong effort, he recoyered all bis calmness. 

"His feeble nature yielded, body and soul, to the blow. 
He was stricken down with fever. He revived only to rebel 
against Heaven. He said ^ There is no God.' " 
"Poor, poor, Gerard I" 

"Poor Gerard? thou feeble , foolish woman ! Nay, wicked| 

14* 
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impioiu Gerard. He plunged into vice , and soüed liii etentl 
jewel: those 7011 met him with were his daily companioai: 
bat know, rash Creatore, that the ■eeming woman jon toot 
to be bis leman was bat a boy, dressed in woman's habitt te 
float the others , a fair hoj called Andrea. Wbat that Andm 
Said to thee I know not; bat be sore neither he , nor anjf lag- 
man , knows thj follj. This G^rard , rebel againat HeaTen, 
was notraitorto thee, nnworthj.** 

The ladj moaned like one in bodily agonj , aud the cnci- 
fix began to tremble in her trembling hands. 

'^ Courage ! *' said Clement ^ Comfort is at band.** 

''From crime he'fell into despair, and, bent on destrojing 
bis sool, he stood one night hj Tiber, resolred on snicide. 
He saw one watching him. It was a bravo." 

"Holysaintsl" 

''He begged the bravo to despatch him; he offered him all 
bis monej, to slaj him bodj and sool. The brayo woaid 
not Then this desperate sinner, not softened even bjtiuU 
refusal, flang himself into Tiber." 

«Ah!" 

''And the assassin saved bis life. Thoa hadst choeen for 
the task Lodovico, hnsband of Teresa, whom this Gerard 
had sayed at sea, her and her infant child." 

" He lives 1 he liyes I he lires I I am faint" 

The friar took the cracifiz from her hands, fearing it mig^t 
fall. A shower of tears relieyed her. The firiar gave h& 
time; then continued, calmlj. "A7, he livea; thanks to 
thee and thj wickedness, guided to bis etemal good bj an 
almighty and all-mercifol hand. Thoa art bis greatest earthly 
benefactor." 

"Where ishe? where? wbere?" 

"Whatis that to thee?" 

" Only to see him alive. To beg him on mj knees forgiye 
me. I swear to 70a I will neyer presome again to — . How 
could I? He knows all. Oh, shame! Father, does be 
know?" 
i "AU." 
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«Then never will I meet his eye; I should sink into the 
eaxth. Bat I would repair my crime. I would watch his lifo 
unseen. HeBhallriseintheworld, whence I so nearly thrust 
him, poor soul; theCaesare, myfamily, are all-powerful in 
Korne ; and I am near their head." 

^^My daughter," said Clement, coldly, "he you call 
Geraxd needs nothing man can do for him. Sayed by amiracle 
from double death, be has left the world, and taken refuge 
from sin and folly in the bosom of the Church." 

"A priest?" 

^'A priest, andafriar." 

^'Afriar? Thenyouarenothisconfessor? Yetyonknow 
all. ThatgentlcToicel" 

She raised her head slowly, and peered at him throogh 
her mask. 

The next moment she uttered a faint shriek, and lay with 
her brow upon his bare feet 



CHAPTER XXV. 

CixMBNT sighed. He began to doubt whether he had taken 
the wisest course with a Creatore so passionate. 

But young as he was, he had abready leamed mahy lessons 
of ecclesiastical wisdom. For one thing he had been taught 
to pause : t. e, , in certain difficulties, neither to do nor to say 
anything, until the matter should clear itself a little. 

He therefore held his peace and prayed for wisdom. 

All he did was gently to withdraw his foot. 

But his penitent flung her arms round it with a piteous cry, 
and held itconvulsively, and wept over it. 

And now the agony of shame, as well as penitence, she 
was in, showed itself by the bright red that crept over her 
yery throat , as she lay quirering at his feet 

^^My daughter," said Clement gently, "take courage. 
Torment thyself no more about this Gerard, who is not As 
for me, I am brother Clement, whom Heayen hath sent to 
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thee this day to comfbrt thee, and help thee save ihj sod 
Thoa hast made me thy confessor. I claim, tiien, tiiiae 
obedienoe." 

"Oh, yes," sobbed the peoitent. 

"Leaye this pilgnmage, and instant retun to Borne. 
Penitence abroad is little worth. There where we live lie tk 
temptations we must defeat, or periah; not fly in search d 
othersmoreshowy, bat less lethsJ. Easytowash thefeetof 
strangers, masked ourselves. Hard to be merely meek aiHl 
charitable with those about ns." 

"rilneyer, neyer, lay finger on her again." 

"Nay, I speak not of servants only, bat of dependents, 
kinsmen, friends. This be thy penance; the last thing K 
night, and the first thing after matins, call to mind thy sm, 
and€k>d bis goodness; and so be homble, andgentletotk 
faalts of those aroand thee. The world it coarts the rieh; 
bat seek thou the poor: not beggars; these for the mostare 
neither honest nor tmly poor. Bat rather find out those who 
blush to seek thee , yet need thee sore. Giving to them shah 
lend to Heaven. Marry a good son of the Charch." 

" Me ? I will never marry." 

" Thoa wilt marry within the year. I do entreat and com- 
mand thee to marry one that feareth God. For thoa art veiy 
clay. Mated ill thoa shalt be naaght. Bat wedding a worthy 
hasbandthoamayest, Deigratiä, Urea pioas ^irincess; aj, 
and die a saint." 

"I?" 

"Thoa." 

He then desired her to rise and go aboat the good work he 
had set her. 

She rose to herknees, and, remoying her mask , cast an 
eloquent look upon him, then lowered her eyes meekly. 

"I will obey you as I would an angel. How happy I am, 
yet unhappy ; for oh my heart teils me 1 shall never lookon 
you again. I will not go tili I haye dried youT feet" 

"It ueeds not. 1 have excused thee this bootless pen- 
ance." 
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" 'Tis no penance to me. Ah! you do not forgive me, if 
you -will not let me dry your poor feet." 

^^So be itthen," said Clement, resignedly; and thought 
to himself " Levius quid foeminä." 

But these weak creatores, that gravitate towards the 
small, as heavenly bodies towards the great, have yettheir 
own flashes of angeiic intelligence. 

When the princess had dried the friar's feet, she iooked 
at him with tears in her beautifol eyes, and murmoredwith 
Bingular tendemess and goodness — 

*• *• 1 will haye masses said for her soul. May I ? *' she added 
timidly. 

This brought a faint blush into the monk's cheek, and 
moistened his cold blue eye. It came so suddenly from one 
lie was just rating so low. 

"It is a gracious thought," he said. "Do as thou wilt: 
often such acts fall back on the doer like blessed dew. I am 
thy conf essor \ not hers ; thine is the soul I must now do my all 
to save, or woe be to my ovni. My daughter, my dear 
daughter, I see good and ill angels fighting for thy soul this 
day, ay, this moment; oh, fight thou on thine own side. 
Dost thou remember all I bade thee? " 

"Remember!" said the princess. "Sweet saint, each 
syllable of thine is graved in my heart." 

" But one word more then. Pray much to Christ, and little 
to his saints." 
"Iwill." 

"And that is the best word I have light to saytothee. So 
part we on it. Thou to the place becomes thee best, thy 
father's house: I to my holy mother's work." 

"Adieu," faltered the princess. "Adieu thou that I have 
loved too well, hated too ill, known and revered too late; 
forgiving angel, adieu — for ever." 

The monk caught her words, though but faltered in a 
ßigh. 

"For ever?" he cried aloud with sudden ardour. "Chris- 
tians live *for ever,* and love *for ever,* buttheynever part 
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'for ever.* They part, as part the earth and son, to meet 
more brighüj in a little while. You and I part here for £& 
And what is our life? One line in the great story of tk 
Church, whose son and daughter we are; one handfiil in tiie 
Band of time, one drop in the ocean of 'For ever.* Adien- 
for the little moment called ' a life 1 * We part in troalrie, we 
shall meet in peace : we part creatores of clay, we shall med 
immortal spirits: we part in a world of sin and sorrow, w? 
shall meet where all is pnrily and loye divine; where no Ü 
passions are, bat Christ is, and his saints around hhn cladis 
white. There, in the toming of an honr-glass, in the break- 
ing of a bubble, in the passing of a cloud, she, and theo, ud 
I, shall meet again; and sit at thefeet of angreis and areh- 
angels, apostles and saints, and beam like them with joj im- 
speakable, in the light of the shadow of Gk>d upon his tiirone, 

FOB EVBB — AND BYBB — AHD BYBB." 



And so they parted. The monk ereet, his eyes toned 
heavenwards and glowing with the sacred fire of zeal; tiie 
princess slowlj retiring and tuming more than onee to cast 
a lingering glance of awe and tender regret on that inspired 
figare. 

She went home subdued, and purified. Clement, in dae 
course, reached Basle, and entered on his duties, teaching 
in the University, and preaching in the town and neighboor- 
hood. He led a life that can be comprised in two words; 
deep study, and mortification. My reader has already a 
peep into his sool. At Basle he advaneed in holy zeal and 
knowledge. 

The brethren of his order began to see in him a descendant 
of the saints and martyrs. 
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CHAPTER XXVI. 
"Kit i^tSLtt^ 

Whbn litüe Gerard was nearly three months old, a mes- 
senger came bot from Tergou for Catherine. 

"Now just you go back," said ehe, "and teil them I 
can't come and I won't: tbey bave got Kate." So be departed, 
and Catherine continuedber sentence; "tbere, cbild, Imust 
go: tbej are all at sixes and sevens: tbis is tbe tbird time of 
asking; and to-morrow my man would come bimself and 
take me home by the ear, with a flea in't." She then re- 
capitnlated her experiences of infants, and instmcted Mar- 
garet what to do in eacb Coming emergency, and pressed 
money upon her. Margaret declined it with thanks. Cathe- 
rine insisted, and tomed angry. Margaret made ezcuses aU 
Bo reasonable that Catherine rejected them with calm con« 
tempt; to her mind they lacked feminineity. "Come, out 
with your beart," said she; "and you and me parting; and 
maybap sball neyer see one anotber's face again." 

" Oh I motber, say not so." 

"Alack, girl, I bave seen it so often; 'twiU come into my 
mind now at eacb parting. When I was your age, I never 
had such a thought. Nay, we were all to liye for ever then: 
80 out wi* it." 

"Well then, mother — I would ratber not bave told you 
— yourComelis must say to me, 'So you are come to share 
wiüi US, eh, mistress?' those were bis words. I told bim I 
would be very sorry." 

"BesbrewhisiUtonguel What signifies it? He will never 
know." 

"Most likely he would sooner or later. But, wbether or 
no, I will take no grudged bountyfrom anyfamily; unlessl 
saw my cbild starving, and then Heaven only knows what I 
might do. Nay, moäer, give me but thy love — I do prize 
that above silver, and they grudge me not that, by all I can 
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find — for not a stiver of money will I take out of jae 
house." 

"You are a foolith lass. Why, were it me, Fd takei 
just to spite him. 

"No, 70U would not. You and I are apples off est 
tree." 

Catherine yielded with a good grace; and, «rlien tk 
actual parting came, embraces and tears barst forth on bot^ 
sides. 

When ehe was gone the child cried a good deal ; and aS 
attempts to pacify him failing, Margaret suspected a pin, soi 
searching between bis clothes and bis skm, found a gok 
angel incommoding bis backbone. 

^^Tbere now, Gerard," said sbe to the babe; ^'I ihougk 
granny gave in rather sudden" 

Sbe took the coin and wrapped it in a piece of linen, ad 
laid it at the bottom of her box, bidding the Infant obsene 
sbe could be at times as resolute as granny berself . 

Catherine told Eli of Margaretes foolish pride, and bow she 
had baffled it. Eli said Margaret was rigbt, and ehe wa.< 
wrong. Catherine tossed her head. Eli pondered. 

Margaret was not without domestie anxieties. She had 
still two men to feed, and could not work so hard as she had 
done. She had enough to do to keep the house, and tiie 
child, and cook for them all. But she had a little monej laid 
by, and she used to teil her child bis father would be home to 
belp them before it was spent. And with these bright hopes, 
and that treasmy of bliss, her boy, she spent some happy 
months. 

Time wore on: and no Gerard came; and, stranger stiU, 
no news of him. 

Then her mind was disquieted, and, contrary to her nature, 
which was practical, she was often lost in sad reverie; and 
sighed in silence. And, while her heart was troubled, her 
money was melting. And so it was, that one day she found 
the cupboard empty, and looked in her dependents' faces; 
and, at the sight of them, her bosom was allpity; and she 
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appealed to the baby wbether ehe coold let grandfather and 
poor old Martin want ameal; and went and took out Cathe- 
rine's angel. As ehe onfolded the linen a tear of gentle mor- 
tification feil on it. She sent Martin out to change it. While 
he was gone aFrenchman came with one of the dealers in 
illuminated work, who had offered her so poor a price. He 
told her he was employed bj his sovereign to collect master- 
pieces for her book of hoors. Then she showed him the two 
best things she had; and he was charmed with one of them, 
yiz., the flowers and raspberries and creeping things, which 
Margaret Van Ejck had shaded. He offered her an unheard- 
of price. '^Naj, flout not my need, good stranger," said 
ihe: '^three mouths there be in this house, and none to fiU 
them bat me." 

Corious arithmeticl Left; out No. 1. 

"I flout thee not, fair mistress. M7 princess charged me 
strictlj, 'Seek the best craftsmen; but I will no hard bar- 
gains ; make them content with me, and me with them.' " 

The nezt minute Margaret was on her knees kissing little 
Gerard in the cradle, and showering four gold pieces on him 
again and again, and relating the whole occurrence to him in 
very broken Dutch. 

**And oh what a good princess: wasn't she?^ We will 
pray for her, won't we, my lambkin; when we are old 
enough?" 

Martin came in furioos. '*They will not change it. I 
trow they think I stole it." 

*<I am beholden to thee," said Margaret, hastily, and 
almost snatched it from Martin, and wrapped it up again, 
and restored it to its hiding-place. 

£re these unexpected ^ds were spent, she got to her 
ironing and starching again. In the midst of which Martin 
sickened; and died after an illness of nine days. 

Nearly all her money went to bury him decently. 

He was gone; and there was an empty chair by her Are- 
side. For he had preferred the hearth to the sun as soon as 
the Bosybody was gone. 
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Margaret would not allow anybody to sit in ÜbiB chairBO*. 
Yet whenever ehe let her eye dwell too long on it, vaeant, t 
was eure to cost her a tear. 

And now there was nobody to carry her linen home. T? 
do it herseif ehe must leave little Gkraid in Charge (^a neig^ 
bour. Bat she dared not tmst such a treasure to mortal ; aae 
besiiles she could not bear him out of her sight for hoan ai 
hours. So she set inquiries on foot for a boy to cany k 
basket on Saturday and Monday. 

A plump, fresh-coloured youth, called Luke Pet^wa. 
who looked fifteen, but was eighteen, came in, and bludiin^ 
and twiddling his bonnet , asked her if a man woold not sem 
her tum as well as a boy. 

Before he spoke she was saymg to herseif, "This boy wiH 
just do/* 

But she took the cue, and said, '^Nay; but a man wü 
maybe seek more than I can well pay." 

" Not I," said Luke, wannly. " Why, Mistress Margaret 
I am 'your neighbour , and I do yery well at the coopering. I 
can carry your basket for you before or after my day*8 wort 
and welcome. You have no need to pay me anything. Tisn't 
as if we were strangers, ye know." 

"Why, Master Luke, I know your face , for that matter; 
but I cannot call to mind that ever a word passed be- 
tweenus." 

"Oh yes, you did, Mistress Margaret. What have, 
forgotten? One day you were trying to carry your baby and 
eke your pitcher ftdl o' water : and, quo' I, * Give me the babj 
to carry.* * Nay,* says you, *I*11 give you the pitcher, and keep 
the baim myself:* and I carried the pitcher home, and yoo 
tqok it from me at this door, and you said to me, ' I am muckle 
obliged to you, young man,* with such a sweet voice; not like 
the folk in this street speak to a body.** 

"I do mind now, Master Luke; and methinks it was the 
leastl could say.*' 

"Well, Mistress Margaret, if you will say as muoh ereij 
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time I carry jova basket, I care not how often I bear it, nor 
how far." 

" Nay, nay," said Margaret, colouring faintly. " I would 
not put upon good natore. You are young, Master Luke, and 
kindly. Say I giye you yoor supper on Saturday night, when 
70a bring tiie linen home, and your dawn-mete 0* Monday ; 
would that make us anyways eyen? '' 

"As you please; only say not I sougbt a couple o' diets, I, 
for such a tiifle as yon.'' 

With chubby-faced Luke's timely assistance, and the 
health and strength which Heaven gave this poor young 
woman, to balance her many ills, tiie house went pretty 
smoothly awhile. But the heart became more and more 
troubled by Gerard's long, and now most mysterious silence. 

And then that mental torturer, Suspense, began to tear 
her heayy heart with his hot pincers, tili she cried often and 
Yehemently, " Oh, that I could know the worst." 

While she was in this state, one day she heard aheavy 
Step mount the stair. She started and trembled. '^Thatisno 
Step that I know. Illtidings!" 

The door opened, and an unexpected visitor, £11, came in, 
looking grave and kind. 

Margaret eyed him in silence, and with increasing agi- 
tation. 

"Grirl,*' said he, "the skipper is come back." 

" One word," gasped Margaret, "is he alive? " 

" Surely, I hope so. No one has seen him dead." 

" Then tiiey must have seen him alive." 

"No, glrl; neither dead nor alive hath he been seen this 
many months in Rome. My daughter Kate thinks he is gone 
to some other city. She bade me teil you her thought" 

"Ay, like enough," said Margaret, gloomily; "like 
enough. My poor habe 1 " 

The old man in a faintish yoice asked her for a morsel to 
eat: he had come fasting. 

The poor thing pitied him with the surface of her agitated 
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mind, and cooked a meal for him, trembling, and 
knowing what ehe was about 

£re he went he laid hin band upon her head, and said, '^fie 
he alive, or be he dead, I look on thee as my dau^ter. GuI 
do nought for thee this day? bethink thee now.*' 

"A7, oldman. Prayforhim; and forme!" 

Eli sighed, and went sadlj and heavily down the stain. 

She listened half stupidly to bis retiring foot-steps tilltii^ 
ceased. Then she sank moaning down by the cradle, aA 
drew little Gerard tight to her bosom. " Oh , my poor fs&er 
less boy ; my fatherless boy I " 



CHAPTER XXVll. 

Not long after this, as the little family at Tergou sat t 
dinner, LukePeterson burst in on them, coyered withdnsi 
"Good people, Mistress Catherine is wanted instantly it 
Rotterdam." 

"My name is Catherine, young man. Eate^ it willbe 
Margaret." 

"Ay, dame, she said to me, 'Good Lnke, hie theeto 
Tergou, and askfor Eli the hosier, and pray bis wife Ca- 
therine to come to me , for God bis loye.' I didn*t wait for 
daylight." 

"Holysaints! He has come home, Kate. Nay, shewould 
sure haye said so. What on earth can it be?" And she 
heaped conjeeture on conjecture. 

^'Mayhap the young man can teil us," hazarded Kate, 
timidly. 

"Thatican," said Luke. "Why, her habe is a-dying. 
And she was so wrapped up in it ! " 

Catherine started up : " What is bis trouble ? " 

"Nay, I know not. But it has been peaking and piniog 
worse and worse this while." 

A furtive glance of satisfaction passed between Comelis 
and Sybrandt. Luckily for them Catherine did not see it 
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Eer face was tamed towards her husband. '^ Now, Eli," cried 
she , foriouslj , ^^ if you say a word against it , you and I shall 
quarrel, after all these years." 

'^ AVho gamsays thee , foollsh woman ? Quarrel with your 
own shadow ; while 1 go borrow Peter's mule for ye." 

" Blesß thee , my good man I Bless thee I Didst never y et 
fall me at a pinch. Now eat your dinners who can, while I go 
and make ready." 

She took Luke back with her in the cart, and, on the way, 
(juestioned and cross-questioned him, Beverely, and seduc- 
tiyely, by tums, tili ehe had tumed his mind inside out, what 
therewasof it. 

Margaret met her at the door, pale and agitated, and 
threw her arms round her neck, and looked imploringly in her 
face. 

"Come, he is alive, thank Gtod" said Catherine, after 
Bcanning her eagerly. 

She looked at the failing child, and then at the poor 
hoUow-eyed mother, altemately. " Lucky you sent for me," 
Said she. " The child is poisoned." 

"Poisonedl by whom?" 

" By you. You have been fretting." 

" Nay, indeed, mother. How can I help firetting? " 

^^Don't teil me, Margaret. A nursing mother has no 
bnsiness to fret. She must tum her mind away from her grief 
to the comfort that lies in her lap. Know you not that the 
child pines if the mother vexes herself? This comes of your 
reading and writing. Those idle crafts befit a man; but 
they keep all usefiil knowledge out ofa woman. The child 
must be weaned." 

"Oh, you cruel woman," cried Margaret, vehemently; "I 
am sorry I sent for you. Would you rob me of the only bit of 
comfort I have in the World? A-nursingmy Gerard, Iforget 
I am the most unhappy creature beneath the sun." 

"That you do not," was the retort, "or he would not be 
the way he is," 

"Mother!" said Margaret, imploringly. 
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" 'Tis liard," replied Catherine, relenting. " But b^üni 
thee; woold it not be harder to look down and see bis loretj 
wee face a-looking up at you out of a little coflüi? " 

"0,Je8u!" 

^^And how coold you face your other tronbles with jof 
heart aye fuU, and your lap empty?" 

^' Oh, mother, I consent to anything. Only save zny bor. 

^*That is a good lass. Trust to me! I do stand by, vi 
see dearer than thou.*' 

Unfortunately there was another consent to be giuse^; 
the babe's : and he was more refractory than bis mother. 

^* There,*' said Margaret, trying to affect regret atb 
misbehayiour; "he loves me too well." 

But Catherine was a match for them both. As sbe cazae 
along she had observed a healthy young woman, sittingoo^ 
side her own door, with an infant, hard by. She wentaztc 
told her the case; and would she nurse the pining childi(^ 
the nonce, tili she had matters ready to wean him? 

The young woman consented with a smile, and popp«£ 
her child into the cradle, and came into Margaret's hoott 
She dropped a curtsy, and Catherine put the child into bei 
hands. She examined, and pitied it, and purred over it, an^ 
proceeded to nurse it, just as if it had been her own. 

Margaret, who had been paralyzed at her assnranoe, cast 
a rueful look at Catherine, and burst out crying. 

The visitor looked up. " What is to do? Wife, ye told m 
not the mother was unwÜling." 

"Sheisnot: she is only a fool. Neverheedher: and you, 
Margaret, I am ashamed of you." 

" You are acruel, hard-hearted woman," sobbed Margaret 

" Them astake in band to guide the weak,need be bardish. 
And you will excuse me ; but you are not my flesh and blood: 
and your boy is." 

After giving this blunt speech time to sink, she added, 
"Come now, she is robbing her own to saveyours, and 70a 
can think of nothing better than bursting out a-blubberingis 
the woman's face. Out fie, for shame ? " 
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**Nayy wife," eaid the nurse. "Thank Heaven, I have 
^nough for mj own and for hers to boot. And prithee wyte 
aot on her! Majbe the troubles o' life ha' soured her own 

*'Aiid her heart into the bargain," Bald the reinorseless 
Catherine. 

Maxgaret looked her füll in the face; and down went her 
eyes. 

" I know I OTight to be very grateful to you ," sobbed Mar- 
garet to the nurse: then tumed her head and leaned away 
over the chair, nottowitnesstheintolerablesightof another 
nursing her Gerard, and G^rard drawing no chstinetion be- 
tween this new mother, and her the banished one. 

The nurse replied, "You are very welcome , my poor wo- 
man. And so are you, Mistress Catherine, which are my towns- 
woman, and know it not." 

" What, are ye from Tergou? all the better. But I cannot 
call your face to mind." 

'^Oh, you know not me: my husband and me, we are 
very humble folk by you. But true Eli and his wife are 
known of all the town ; and respected. So I am at your call, 
dame ; and at yours, wife and yours, my pretty poppet ; night 
er day." 

^^ There's a woman oi the right old sort," said Catherine, as 
the door closed upon her. 

" I HATB her. I HATB hcr. I hate her,'* said Margaret, with 
wonderful fervour. 

Catherine only laughed atthis outburst. 
"That is right," said she, "better say it, as sit sly and 
thiukit. It is very natural after all. Come, here is your 
bündle o' comfort. Take and hate that; if ye can:" and she 
put the child in her lap. 

" No, no ; " said Margaret, tuming her head half away from 
him ; she oould not for her life tum the other half. " He is not 
my child now; he is hers. I know not why she left him here, 
for my part. It was very good of her not to take him to her 
house, cradle, and all; ohi oh! oh! ohi ohi oh! oh! oh|'' 
The QoUter anä the Hemh, //. 15 
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*<Ahl well, one comfort, he is not dead. This giyes» 
light; 8ome otiier woman has got him away from me; üb 
father, like son; oh! oh! ohi oh! ohi" 

Catherine was sorry for her, and let her cry in peace. M 
after that, when she wanted Joan's aid, ehe used to takt 
Gerard out, to giye him a little fresh air. Margaret nerer ob- 
jected ; nor expressed the least incredulity ; bat on their retos 
was always in tears. 

This conniyance was short lived. She was now altogeti» 
as eager to wean little Gerard. It was done ; and he recovem 
health andvigonr : and another trouble feil upon him directif' 
teething. But here Catherine's ezperience was invalnaUe: 
and now, in the midst of her grief and anxiety- abont the faxtet. 
Margaret had moments of bUss , watching the son's tinj teetl 
come through. ^< Teeth , mother? I call them not teetii, te 
pearls of pearls." And each pearl that peeped and sparide^ 
on his red gums , was to her the greatest feat Natore had ere 
achieyed. 

Her companion partook the illosion. And, had we tok 
them a field of standing com was equallyadmirable, Margaret 
would have changed to a reproachÄil gazelle, and Catherine 
tumed US out of doors; so each pearFs arrival was announced 
with a shriek of triumph by whichever of them was the fortn* 
nate discoverer. 

Catherine gossiped with Joan and leamed that she wa 
the wife of JorianKetel of Tergou, who had been senrantto 
Ghysbrecht Van Swieten , but fallen out of favour, and come 
back to Rotterdam, his native place. His friends had got hin 
the place of sexton to the parish, and what with that and 
carpentering, he did pretty well. 

Catherine told Joan in retum whose child it was she had 
nursed, and all about Margaret and Gerard, and the deep 
anxiety his silence had plunged them in. ^'Ay," said Joan, 
" the World is fall of trouble." One day she said to Catherine, 
**It'8 my belief my man knows more about your Gerard tiian 
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anybodj in these parts : bat he has got to be doser than ever 
of late. Drop in some day just afore sunset, and set him 
talking. And, for our Lady's sake, say not I set you on. The 
only hiding he ever gave me was for babbling his business: 
and I do not want another. Gramercy ! 1 married a man for 
the comfort of the thing : not to be hided." 

Catherine dropped in. Jorian was ready enough to teil 
her how he had befiiended her son and perhaps sayed his life. 
But this was no news to Catherine : and the moment she began 
to cross-question him as to whether he could guess why her 
lost boy neither came, nor wrote, he castagrim look athis 
wife , who receiyed it with a calm air of stoUd candour and 
innocent uneonscioosness; and his answers became short and 
sollen '^ What should he know more than another? " and so 
on. He added , after a pause , " Think you the burgomaster 
takes such as me into his secrets? " 

''Oh 9 then the burgomaster kno WS Bomething?" said Ca- 
therine, sharply. 

** Likely . Who eise should ? " 

"rilafikhim." 

"Iwould." 

"And teil him you say he knows." 

" That is right, dame. Go make him mine enemy. That 
is what a poor fellow always gets if he says a word to you 
women." And Jorian from that moment shrunk in and be- 
came impenetrable as a hedgehog, and almost as prickly. 

His conduct caused both the poor women agonies of mind; 
alarm, and irritated curiosity. Ghysbrecht was for some cause 
Gerard*8 mortal enemy; had stopped his marriage,imprisoned 
him , hunted him. And here was his late servant, who when 
off his guard had hinted that this enemy had the clue to 
Gerard's silence. After siffcing Jorian's every word and look, 
all remained dark and mysterious. Then Catherine told 
Margaret to go herseif to him. ''You are young; you 
are fair. You will, maybe, get more out of him than I 
could." 

The conjecture was areasonable one. 

15* 
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Margaret went with her child in her arms and ttppei 
timidlj at Jorian*8 door just before snnset. '^ Gome in," säi 
a Btordy yoice. She entered, and there sat Jorian hj the £ff 
aide. At sightof her he rose, snorted, and bnrst out of ti 
house. ^'Ib that forme, wife?" inquired Mar;g^aret, tazsi^ 
very red. 

*^ You most ezcnse him," replied Joan, rather coldlj; 
lays it to your door that he is a poor man instead of a nckos 
It is something about a piece of parchment. There was es 
a-missing, and he got nooght from the borgomaster all ala| 
ofthatone." 

«'Aiast Gerard tookit" 

" Likely. But my man says you should not haye letbiit 
you were pledged to him to keep them all safe. And, am 
to say , I blame not my Jorian for being wroth. 'Tis haid U 
a poor man to be so near fortone and lose it by those he hu 
befriended. However, I teil kkn another story. SaysI 
* Folk that are out o' trouble, like you and me, didn't on^ü 
be too hard on folk that are in trouble: and she has plentj 
Going already ? What is all your hurry, mistress ? " 

^' Oh , it is not for me to driye the goodman out of hk ovi 
house.*' 

*< Well, let me kiss the baim afore ye go. He is not in fan^ 
any way, poor innocent." 

Upon this cruel rebuff Margaret came toaresolution, wliid: 
she did not confide even to Catherine. 

After six weeks* stay that good woman retumed home. 

Onthechild'sbirthday, which occurred soon after, Mar- 
garet did no work : but put on her Sunday clothes , and toot 
her boy in her arms and went to the church and prayed theie 
long and fervently for Gerard's safe retum. 

That same day and hour Father Clement celebrated 
mass and prayed for Margaretes departed soul in the minstei 
church atßasle. 
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CHAPTER XXVIII. 



SoMB blackguard or other, I think it was Sjbrandt, said, 
"A lie is not like a blow with a curtal axe." 

True : for we can predict in some degree the consequences 
of a stroke with anj material weapon. £ut a lie has no botindB 
at all. The nature of the thing is to ramify beyond human cal- 
culation. 

Often in the every-day world a lie has cost a life, or laid 
waste two or three. 

And so, in this story, what tremendous consequences of 
that one heartless falsehood ! 

Yet the tellers reaped little firom it. 

The brothers, who inyented it merelj to have one claimant 
the less for their f ather*s property, saw little Grerard take their 
brother's place in their mother's heart Nay, more, oneday 
Eli openly proclaimed that, Gerard being lost, and probably 
dead, he had provided by will for little Gerard, and also for 
Margaret, his poor son*s widow. 

At this the look that passed between the black sheep was 
a caution to traitors. Comelis had it on his Ups to say Gerard 
was most likely aliye. But he saw his mother looking at him, 
and checked himself in time. 

Ghysbrecht Van Swieten, the other partner in that lie, 
was now a failing man. He saw the period fast approaching 
when all his wealth would drop from his body, and his mis- 
deeds cling to his soul. 

Too intelligent to deceive himself entirely, he had never 
been free from gusts of remorse. In taking Gerard^s letter to 
Margaret he had compounded. "I cannot giye up land and 
money," said his giant Avarice. '* I will cause her no unneces- 
sary pain ," said his dwarf Conscience. 

So, after firsttampering with the seal, and finding there 
was not a syllable about the deed, he took it to her with bis 
own band ; and made a merit of it to himself: a set-oflF; and 
OQ a Scale not uncommon where the self-accuser is the judge. 



230 THE CLOISTER 

The birth of Margaret's child Burpriied and shockedbm 
and put his treacherons act in a new light Should bis ksc 
take effect he ehoold cause the dishonour of her , 'wiio ms täc 
daughter of one firiend, the granddaughter of anotiier, tf 
whose land he was keepmg from her too. 

These thoughts preying on him at that period of life, wk 
the strength of body decays, and the memory of oldfiiciiä 
reyires , filled him with gloomy horrors. Yet be was afraida 
confess. For the cur^ was an honest man, and would hst 
made him disgorge. And with him Avance was an ingraioei 
babit, Penitence only a sentiment. 

Matters were thus when, one day, retoming fitnn tk 
town-hall to bis own house , he found a woman waiting for bis 
in the vestibule, with a child in her arms. She was veüed 
and so, concludlng she had something to be aabamed of, be 
addressed her magisterialiy. On this she let down her iC 
and looked him fuU in the face. 

It was Margaret Brandt. 

Her sudden appearance and manner startled him, andk 
could not conceal his confusion. 

'^Where is my G«rard?" cried she, her bosom bea?iiig< 
"IsheaHve?" 

"For aught I know," stammered Ghysbrecbt. "I hopc 
so, for jour sake. Prithee come into this room. The se^ 
vants!" 

'^Not a Step,*' said Margaret, and she took him bythe 
Shoulder, and held him with all the energy of an excited 
woman. " You know the secret of that which is breaking mj 
heart. Why does not my Gerard come, nor send a line thii 
manymonths? Answerme, or all the townislike tobearme; 
let alone thy servants. My misery is too great to be sported 
with." 

In yain he persisted he knew nothing about Gerard. She 
told him those who had sent her to him told her another tale. 
'* You do know why he neither comes nor sends,** said she, 
firmly. 

At this Ghysbrecbt tumed paler and paler; but be boiD' 
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moned all his dignity, and said, "Would you believe those 
two knayes against a man of worship ? " 
** Whattwoknaves?" saidshe, keenly. 
He stammered, "Said ye not — ? There, lamapoorold 
broken man, whose memory is shaken. And you come here, 
and confuse me bo. I know not what I say." 

^^Ay, sir, yonr memory is shaken, or eure you would not 
be my enemy. My father saved you from the plague, when 
none other would come anigh you; and was ever your friend. 
My grandfather Floris helped you in your early poverty , and 
loved you, man and boy. Three generations of us you have 
seen; and here is the fourth of us; this is your old friend 
Peter*s grandchild, and your old Mend Floris his great- 
grandchild. Look down on his innocent face, and think of 
theirs!" 

"Wonian, ygu torture me," sighed Ghysbrecht, and 
sank upon a bench. Butshesawheradvantage, andkneeled 
before him , and put the boy on his knees. " This fatherless 
babe is poor Margaret Brandt's, that never did youill, and 
comes of a race that loved you. Nay, look at his face. *Twill 
melt thee more than any word of mine. Saints of heaven, 
what can a poor desolate girl and her babe haye done to wipe 
out all memory of thine own young days, when thou wert 
guiltless as he is, that now looks up in thy face and implores 
thee to give him back his father ? " 

And with her arms under the child she held him up higher 
and higher, smiling, under the old man's eyes. 

He cast a wild look of anguish on the child, and another 
on the kneeling mother, and started up shrieking, " Avatmt, 
ye pair of adders." 

The stung soul gave the old limbs a momentary vigour, 
and he walked rapidly, wringing his hands and dutching at 
his white hair. "Forget those days? I forget all eise. Oh, 
woman , woman , sleeping or waking I see but the f aces of the 
dead, I hear but the yoices of the dead, and I shall soon be 
among the dead. There, there, what is done is done. I am 
in hell. I am in hell." 



232 THS CLOISTEK 

And unnataral force ended in prostration. 

He staggered, and but for Margaret woold haye Mal 
With her one disengaged arm ehe supported him as well »1 
she could , and cried for help. 

A couple of servants came ninning, and carried him awtr 
in a State bordering on syncope. The last Margaret saw d 
him was hisoldfürrowed face, white and helpless as hishü 
that hung down over the servant's elbow. 

^'Heayen forgiye me,** she said. ^<I doubt I haye iJM 
the poor old man." 

Then this attempt to penetrate the tortoring mysteryieft 
as dark , or darker than before. For when she came to ponder 
every word, her suspicion was confirmed that Ghysbrechtd^i 
know something about G^rard. ^'And who were ihe tm 
knayes he thought had done a good deed, and told me? OL 
mj Gerard , mj poor deserted habe , 70a and I are wading ä 
deep waters." 

The yisit to Tergou took more money than she could well 
afford : and a cnstomer ran away in her debt. She was ona 
more compeiled to unfold Catherine*s angel. Bat, slarangeto 
say, as she came down stairs with it in her band she fonnd 
lElome loose silyer on the table , with a written line — 

She feil with a crj of surprise on the writing: and soon it 
rose into a cry of J07. 

^* He is aliye. He sends me this hj some Mendly band. 

She kissed the writing again and again, and put it in her 
bosom. 

Time rolled on : and no news of Gerard. 

And aboat eyery two months a small som in silyer foond its 
way into the house. Sometimes it lay on the table. Onceit 
was flong in through the bedroom window in a porse. Once H 
was at the bottom of Luke's basket. He had stopped at the 
public-house to talk to a friend. The giyer orhis agentwa» 
never detected. Catherine disowned it. Margaret Van Eyck 
swore she had no band in it. So did Eli. And Margaret, 
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"«v^hencver it came, used to say to little Gerard, "Oh, my 
poor deserted child , you and I are wading in deep waters." 

She applied at least half this modest, but useful supply, to 
dressing the little Gerard beyond his Station in life. "If it 
does come from Gerard, he shall see his boyneat." All the 
mothers in the street began to sneer , especially such as had 
l>rats out at elbows. 

The monthsroUedon, and dead sicknessof heart succeeded 
to these keener torments. She retomed to her first thought : 
^ *■ Gerard must be dead. She shoold never see her boy's f ather 
sigain, nor her marriage lines." This last grief, whichhad 
"been somewhat allayed by Eli and Catherine recognizing her 
"betrothal, now revived in fiiU force ; others would not look so 
favourably on her story. And often she moaned over her 
"boy's illegitimacy. "Is it not enough for us to be bereaved? 
Must we be dishonoured too? Oh, that we had ne'er been 
bom." 

A change took place in Peter Brandt. Hismind, clouded 
for nearly two years, seemed now to be Clearing; he had 
intervals of intelligence; and then he and Margaret used to 
talk of Gerard , tili he wandered again. But one day, retum- 
ing after an absence of some hours, Margaret found him con- 
versing with Catherine , in a way he had never done since his 

paralytic stroke. "Eh, girl, why must you be out?" said 

she. "But indeed I have told him all; and we have been a- 

crying together over thy troubles." 

Margaret stood silent, looking joyfully firom one to the 

other. 

Peter smiled on her, and said, "Come, let me bless 

thee." 

She kneeled at his feet, and he blessed hermost eloquently. 

He told her she had been all her life the lovingest, truest, 

and most obedient daughter Heaven ever sent to a poor old 

widowed man. " May tiiy son be to thee what thou hast been 

tomel" 

After this he dozed. Then the femaleswhispered together, 

and Catherine said — " All our talk e'en now was of Gerard« 
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It lies heavy on his mind. His poor head must often hxn 
listened to us when it seemed quite dark. Margaret, he isa 
yery understanding man; he thooght of manj things: *He 
may be in prison,' says he , ' or forced to go fighting^ for aome 
king , or sent to Constantinople to copy books there • er gone 
into the Church after all.' He had a bent that way." 

"Ah, mother/* whispered Margaret, in reply, **he doth 
but deceive himself as we do." 

£re ehe coold finish the sentence, a stränge intermption 
occnrred. 

A loud voice cried out, "Isbbhim. Issbhim." 

And the old man with dilating eyes Beemed to be looking 
right throogh the wall of the honse. 

"Inaboat; onaGBSATBiYBs; comihg thib wat. Sore dis- 
figured; butiknewhim. Gone! gone! all dark." 

And he sank back , and asked feebly where was Margaret 

"Dear father, I am by thy aide. Oh, mother! mother^ 
whatisthis?" 

"I cannot see thee, and bat a moment agone I saw all 
round the world. Ay, ay. Well, I am ready. Is this thy 
band? Bless thee, my child, bless thee! Weep not! The 
tree is ripe." 

The old physician read the signs aright These calm 
words were bis last The next moment he drooped bis head, 
and gently , placidly, drifted away from earth, like an Infant 
sinking to rest. The torch.had flashed up, before going 
out. 

CHAPTER XXIX. 

Shb who had wept for poor old Martin was not likely to 
bear this blow so stoically as the death of the old is apt to be 
bome. In vain Catherine tried to console her with common- 
places; in vain told her it was a happy release for him: and 
that, as he himself had said , the tree was ripe. But her worst 
f ailure was , when she urged that there were now but two 
mouths to feed : and one care the less. 
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**Such cares are all the joys I have," said Margaret. 
" They ü\i my desolate heart, which now seems void as well as 
waste. Oh, empty chair, my bosom it aches to see thee. 
Poor old man , how coold I love him by halves , I that did use 
to sit and look at him and think 'But for me thou wooldst die 
of hunger.' He, so wise , so leamed erst, was got to be help- 
less as my own sweet babe , and I loved him as if he had been 
my child instead of my father. Oh, empty chair! Oh, empty 
heart! Well-a-day ! well-a-day!" 

And the pious tears woold not be denied. 

Then Catherine held her peace : and hang her head. And 
öne day she made this confession, '*I speak to thee out o* my 
head , and not out o* my bosom ; thou dost well to be deaf to 
me. Were I in thy place I should moum the old man all one 
as thou dost" 

Then Margaret embraced her, and this bit of true sym- 
pathy did her a little good. The commonplaces did none. 

Then Catherine 's bowels yeamed over her, and she said, 
" My poor girl, you were not bom to live alone. I have got to 
look on you as my own daughter. Waste not thine youth 
upon my son Gerard. Either he is dead or he is a traitor. It 
cuts my heart to say it; but who can help seeing it? Thy 
father isgone: and I cannot always be aside thee. Andhere 
is an honest lad that loves thee well this many a day. Pd take 
him and Comfort together. Heaven hath sent us these crea- 
tores to torment us and comfort jus and all ; we are just nothing 
in the world without *em." Then seeing Margaret look utterly 
perplexed, she went on to say, " Why sure you are not so blind 
asnottoseeit?" 

"What? Who?" 

"Who but this Luke Peterson." 

" What, our Luke ? The boy that carries my basket ? " 

"Nay, heisovernineteen, and afine, healthy lad: and 
I have made inquiries for you; and they all do say he is a 
capable workman, and never touches a drop ; and that is much 
in a Botterdam lad, which they are mostly half man , half 
sponge." 
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Margaret smiled for the first time this manj dajs. << Lake 
loves dhed puddings dearly ," said she : *^ and I make them to 
his mind. 'Tis them he comes a-courting here." Then she 
Buddenly tomed red. *^But if I thought he came affcer your 
Bon's wäe that is, or ooght to be, l'd soon put him to the 
door." 

"Nay , nay ; for Heaven's aake let me not make mischlef. 
Poor lad ! Why , girl , Fancy will not be bridled. Bless you, 
I wormed it out of him near a twelvemonth agone.** 

" Oh, mother, and you let him ! ? " 

"Well, I thought of you. I said to myself , *If he isfool 
enough to be her slare for nothing , all the better for her. A 
lone woman is lost without a man about her to fetch and carry 
her little matters.* £ut now my mind is changed, and I think 
the best use you can put him to is to marry him." 

"So then his own mother is againsthim, andwould wed 
me to the first comer. Ah, Gerard, thou hast but me ; IwiU 
not beliere thee dead tili I see thy tomb, nor false tiU I see 
thee with another lover in thine hand. Foolish boy , I shaU 
ne'er be civil to him again." 

Afflicted with the busybody's protection, LukePeterson 
met a cold reception in the house where he had hitherto f ound 
a gentle and kind one. And by-and-by , .finding himself veiy 
little spoken to at all, and then sharply and irritably, the 
great, soft, fellow feil to whimpering, and asked Margaret 
plump if he had done anything to offend her. 

" Nothing. I am to blame. 1 am curst. If you will take 
my coimsel you will keep out of my way awhile." 

"It is all along of me, Luke," said the busybody. 

"You, Mistress Catherine. Why what have I done for 
you to set her against me?" 

" Nay , I meant all for the best. I told her I saw you were 
looking towards her through a wedding-ring. But she won't 
hear of it." 

" There was no need to teil her that, wife ; she knows I am 
coTirting her this twelvemonth." 
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** Not I," Said Margaret, " or I shoold never have opened 
the Street door to you." 

" Why, I come here every Saturday night. And that is 
how the lads in Botterdam do court. If we sup with a lass o' 
Baturdays, that's wooing.*' 

^' Oh , that is Botterdam , is it? Then next time you come 
let it be Thursday, or Friday. For my part I thought you 
came after my puddings, boy." 

"I like your puddings well enough. You make ihem 
better than mother does. £ut I like you still better than the 
puddings/' said Luke, tenderly. 

" Then you have seen the last of them. How dare you talk 
so to another man*s wife, and him far away?** She ended 
gently , but very firmly, "You need not trouble yourself to 
come here any more, Luke ; I can carry my basket myself.** 

"Oh, very well," said Luke, and after sitting silentand 
stupid for a little while, he rose , and said sadly to Catherine, 
" Dame, I dare say 1 have got the sack ; ** and went out. 

Bat the next Saturday Catherine found him seated on the 
door-step blubbenng. He told her he had got used to come 
there, and every otiber place seemed stränge. She went in 
and told Margaret, and Margaret sighed and said, "Poor 
Luke , he might come in for her, if he could know his place, 
and treat her like a married wife." On this being communi- 
cated to Luke, he hesitated. "Pshaw;" said Catherine, 
"promisesarepie-crusts. Promise her all the world , sooner 
than Sit outside like a fool , when a word will carry you inside. 
Now you humour her in ever3rthing, and then, if poor Gerard 
come not home and claim her , you will be sure to have her — 
in time. A lone woman is aye to be tired out, thou foolish 
boy." 
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CHAPTER XXX. 
%^t (SM0UU 

Brotheb Clbmbnt had taught and preached in Basle more 
than a twelvemonth , when one day Jerome stood before him, 
dosty, with a triumphant glance in bis eye. 

"Grive the glory to God, brotber Clement; tbou canst now 
wend to England witb me." 

"lam ready, brotber Jerome : and, expecting thee these 
many montbs, bave in tbe internale of teacbing and deTOtion 
studied tbe Englisb tongue somewbat closely.** 

^^ *Twa8 well tbongbt of ," said Jerome. He then told bim 
be bad but delayed tUl be conld obtain eztraordinary powen 
from tbe Pope to collect money for tbe Cburcb*s use in Eng- 
land, and to bear confession in all tbe secolar monasteries. 
'' So now gird up tby loins and let us go fortb and deal a good 
blow for ÜLe Cburcb, and against tbe Franciscans." 

Tbe two friars went preacbing down tbe Rbine , for Eng- 
land. In tbe larger places tbey botb preacbed. At the 
smaller tbey often divided, and took different sides of the 
river, and met again at some appointed spot. Both were able 
orators, but in different styles. 

Jerome*8 was noble and impressive, but a little contracted 
inreligioustopics, and a trifle monotonous in delivery com- 
pared witb Clements, tbougb in trutb not so compared with 
most preacbers. 

Clement'B was fiill of variety, and often remarkably col- 
loquial. In its general flow tender and gently winning, it 
curled round tbe reason and tbe beart. But it always rose 
witb tbe rising tbougbt; and so at times Clement soared as 
far above Jerome as bis level speaking was below bim. In- 
deed, in tbese noble beats be was all tbat we bave read of 
inspired propbet or beatben orator: Vebemens ut procella, 
excitatus ut torrens, incensus ut fulmen, tonabat, fulgnrabat, 
et rapidis eloquenti» fluctibus cuncta proruebat et pertor- 
babat. 
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I would ^ve literal specimens, but forfiveobjectiona: it 
8 difficult; time is short; Ihave done it elsewhere; an able 
mitator has since done it better; and similarity, avirtuein 
peaSy is a vice in books. 

But (not to evade the matter entirely) Clement used 
secretlj to try and leam the recent events and the besetting 
nn of each town he was to preach in. 

But Jerome the unbending scomed to go out of his way 
for any people's yices. At one great town some leagues from 
the Bhine, they monnted the same polpit in tarn. Jerome 
preached against vanity in dress, a favonrite theme of his. 
He was eloquent and satirical, and the people listened with 
complacency. It was a vice that they were little given to. 

Clement preached against drunkenness. It was a be- 

Betting sin, and sacred from preaching in these parts : for the 

clergy themselves were infected with it, and populär pre- 

judice protected it. Clement dealt it merciless blows out of 

Holy Writ and worldly experience. A crime itself, it was the 

nursing-mother of most crimes, especially theft and murder. 

He reminded them of a parricide that had lately been com- 

mitted in their town by an honest man in liquor, and also how 

a band of drunkards had roasted one of their own comrades 

alive at a neighbouring village. ^^ Your last prince/' said he, 

"is reported to have died of apoplexy, but well you know he 

diedof drink: and of your aldermen one perished miserably 

last month dead drunk, suffocated in a puddle. Your chil- 

dren*s backs go bare that you may fiU your bellies with that 

which makes you the worst of beasts, silly as calres, yet 

fierce as boars; and drives your families to need, and your 

Bouls to hell. I teil ye your town, ay, and your very nation 

would sink to the bottom of mankind did your women drink 

as you do. And how long will they be temperate, and, con- 

trary to nature, resist the ezample of their husbands and 

fathers? Vice ne'er yet stood still. Ye must amend your- 

selves or see them come down to your mark. Already in 

Bohemia they drink along with the men. How shows a 

drunken woman? Would you love to see your wiyes drunken, 
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y our moihers drunken ? " At Üiifl there was a shont of horrot 
for mediseval audiences had not leamed to sit mumchance tt t 
moving sermon. "Ah, that comes home to you," cried tbe 
friar. "What? madmen! think you it dothnot more slioct 
tho all pure God to soe a man, his noblest work, tumed to 
drunken beast, than it can shock you creatures of sin aac 
unreason to see a woman tumed into a thing no better lur 
worse than yourselres?" 

He ended with two pictures; a drunkard*s house ad 
fami^, and a Bober man's; both so true and dramatic in aC 
their details that the wiyes feil all to "ohing" and " ahisg/ 
and "£h, but that is a true word.** 

This discourse caused quite an uproar. The beaien 
formed knots: the men were indignant; so the women flat* 
tered them, and took their part openly against the preacber. 
A married man had a right to a drop : he needed it, workisg 
for all the family. And for their part they did not care te 
change their men for milksops. 

The double faces ! That yery evening a band of mei 
caught near a hundred of them round brother Clement, filliii| 
his wallet with the best, and offering him the very rosesol 
their heads, and kissing bis frock, and blessing bim ^'fortak- 
ing in band to mend their sots." 

Jerome thought this sermon too earthly. 

"Drunkenness is not heresy, Clement, that a wbole sermoc 
should be preached against it." 

As they went on he found to bis surprise that Clements 
sermons sank into his bearers deeper than bis own; made 
them listen, think, cry, and sometimes even amend their 
ways. "He hath the art of sinking to their peg," thought 
Jerome. " Yet he can soar high enough at times." 

lipon the whole, it puzzled Jerome, who had a secret 
sense of superiority to his tenderer brother. And, afterabout 
two hundred miles of it, it got to displease hun as well u 
puzzle him. But he tried to check this sentiment as petty and 
imworthy " Souls differ like locks," said he, " and preachers 
;mu8t differ like keys, or the fewer should the Church open for 
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God to pa88 in. And, certes, this novice hath the key to 
these northem souls, being himself a northem man." 

And 80 they came slowly down the Bhine, sometimes 
dnfting a few miles on the stream: but in genersd Walking by 
the banks preaching, and teaching, and confessing sinners 
in the towns and yillages ; and they reached the town of Düs- 
seldorf. 

There was the little quay where Glerard and Denys had 
taken boat up the Rhine. The friars landed on it. There 
were the streets, there was *' The Silver Lion.*' Notbing had 
changed but he, who walked through it barefoot, with his 
heart cabn and cold, his hands across his breast, and his 
ejes bent meeklyon the gronnd, atme son of Dominic and 
holy Church. 

CHAPTER XXXI. 

"Eu," Said Catherine, ^^answer me one question like a 
man, and Pll ask no more to-day. Whatiswormwood?" 

£li looked a little helpless at this sudden demand upon 
his faculties; but soon recovered enough to say it was some- 
thing that tasted main bitter. 

'*That is a fair answer, my man, but not the onel look 
for." 

** Then answer it yourself." 

''And shalL Wormwood is — to have two in the house 
a-doing nought, but waiting for thy shoes and mine.'' Eli 
groaned. The shaft strack home. 

''Methinks waiting for their best firiend's cofEn, that and 
nothing to do, are enow to make them worse than Nature 
meant. Why not set them up somewhere, to give 'em a 
Chance?" 

Eli Said he was willing, but a&aid they would drink and 
gamble their very shelves away. 

"Nay," Said Catherine. "Dost take me for a simpleton? 
The aoister and (he Hearth, IL 16 
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Of coniBe I mean to watch them at starting, and drire tki 
wi' a loose rein, as tho sajing is." 

"Where did you think of? Not here; to divido onroin 
custom.** 

"Notlikely. I say Rotterdam, against the world. HhB 
I could Start them." 

Oh, self-deception! Thetruemotlveof allthis wastoget 
near little Gerard. 

After many discnflsionB, and eager promises of amend- 
ment on these terms from Comelis and Sybrandt, Catherise 
went to Rotterdam shop-hnnting, and took Kate with hei;k 
a change. They soon fomid one, and in a good street: bot 
it was sadly out of Order. However they got it cheaperfi? 
that, and instantly set about brushing it up, fitting propa 
shelves for the bosiness, and making the dwelling-hoose 
habitable. 

Luke Peterson was always asking Margaret what he conld 
do for her. The answer used to be in a sad tone, ^' Notbing, 
Luke, nothing.'* 

" Whatl you that are so clever, can you think of nothing 
for me to do for you? *' 

<< Nothing, Luke, nothing. " 

But at last she varied the reply thus: "If you could make 
something to help my sweet sister Kate about." 

The slave of love consented joyfully, and soon made B^ate 
a little cart, and cushioned it, and yoked himself into it, and 
at eventide drew her out of the town, and along the pleasant 
boulevard, with Margaret and Catherine Walking beeide. It 
looked a happier party than it was. 

Kate, for one, enjoyed it keenly; for little Gerard was 
put in her lap, and she doted on him: and it was Uke a 
Cherub carried by a little angel, or a rosebud lying in the cup 
ofalily. 

So the vulgär jeered: and asked Luke how a thistle 
tasted, and if bis mistress could not afiford one with fbui 
legs, etc« 
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Luke did not mind fhese jeen; but Kate minded them 
for him. 

^^Thouhastmade thecart for me, goodLuke," said she. 
"'Twas mach. I did ill to let thee draw me too ; we can 
affordtopaysomepoorsoul forthat. I love mj rides, andto 
cany little Ctorard; bat I*d liever ride no more than thoa be 
mocked for't" 

"Mach I care for their tongaes," said Lake; "if I did 
care Fd knock their heads together. I shall draw 70a tili mj 
mistress eays give over.** 

"Lake, ifyouobeyKate, yoa will oblige me." 

"Then I will obey Kate." 

An honoarable exception to popalar hamoar was Jorian 
KeteFs wife. "That is strength well laid oat, to draw the 
weak. and her prayers will beyoargaerdon: ehe is not long 
for this World: she smileth in pain." These were the words 
of Joan. 

Singleminded Lake answered that he did not want the 
poor lass's prayers ; he did it to please his mistress, Margaret. 

After that Lake often pressed Margaret to give him some- 
Öiing to do — withoat saccess. 

Bat one day, as if tired with his importaning, she tamed 
on him, and said with a look and accent I shoald in vain try 
to conyey — 

" Find me my boy's father I " 



CHAPTER XXXIL 

"MisTBBSS, they all say he is dead." 

" Not so. They feed me still with hopes.** 

"Ay, to yoar face, bat behind yoor back they all say he 
isdead." 

At this revelation Margaretes tears began to flow. 

Lake whimpered for Company. He had the body of a 
loan, bat the heart of a girl. 

"Prithee, weep not so, sweet mistress," said he. '*I*(J 

J6# 
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bring him back tolife, an'Icould, rather than see fhee weep 
80 8ore." 

' Margaret said ehe thought sbe was weeping becanse thej 
were so double-tongued with her. 

Sbe recorered herseif, and laying her band on bis Shoul- 
der, said sölemnly, ^*Luke, beisnotdead. Djingmenaie 
known to baye a stränge sigbt. And listen, Luke ! Mj poor 
father, wben he was a-dying, and I, simple fool, was so 
^hoppy, thinking he was going to get well altogetber, he said 
to motber and me — he was sitting in that very cbair where 
you are now, and motber was as might be bere, and I was 
yonder making a sleeve — said he, "Isee him! Isee bim!" 
Just so. Not Uke a failing man at all, bat all o* fire. '^ Soie 
disfigured — on a great river — Coming tbis way." 

"Ah, Luke, if you were a woman, und had the feeling for 
me you think you haye, youwould pity me, and find bim for 
me. Takeatbougbtl The father ofmycbild!" 

" Alack , I would , if I knew bow ," said Luke. " But how 
cani?" 

"Nay, ofcourseyoucannot. I am mad to think iL Bnt, 
oh, if any one really cared for me, they would; that is alll 
know." 

Luke reflected in silence for some time. 

"The old folk all say dying men can see more than living 
wights. Let methink: for my mind cannot gallop like thine. 
On a great river? Well, the Maas is a great river." He 
pondered on. 

" Coming tbis way ? Then if it *twas the Maas , he would 
have been bere by tbis time , so 'tis not the Maas. The Bhine 
is a great river, greater than the Maas; and very long. 1 
think it will be the Rhino." 

"And so do I, Luke ; for Denys bade him come down the 
Bhine. But even if it is, be may tum off before be comes 
anigh bis birthplace. He does not pine for me as I for bim; 
that is clear. Luke , do you not think he has deserted me?" 
Sbe wanted him to contradict her; but be said "It looks very 
like it ; what a fool be must be ! " 
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"Whatdoweknow?" objected Margaret, impIoriDglj. 

"Letmethinkagaiii,*' saidLuke. *'|I cannot gallop.** 

The result of this meditation was this. He knew a statioii 
about sizty miles ap the Bhine , where all the public boats put 
in; and he would go to that Station, and trj and cut the 
truant off. To be sure he did not even know him by sight; 
but as each boat came in he would mingle with tiie pas- 
sengers, and ask if one Gerard was there. ''And, mistress, 
if you were to give me a bit of a letter to him; for, with us 
being strangers, mayhap a won't believe a word I say.*' 

" Good , kind , thoughtftd Luke , I will (how I have under- 
Talued thee!). £ut give me tili suppertime to get it writ." 
At supper she put a letter into bis band with a blush : it was a 
long letter tied round with silk after the fashion of the day, 
and sealed over the knot. 

Luke weighed it in bis band, with a shade of disoontent, 
and Said to her yery gravely, "Say your father was not 
dreaming, and say I have thy luck to fall in with this man, 
and say he should tum out a better bit of stuff than I think 
him, and come home to you then and there — what is to be- 
come o' me?" 

Margaret coloured to her very brow. '' Oh, Luke, Heaven 
will reward thee. And I shall fall on my knees and bloss 
thee; and I shall love thee all my days, sweet Luke; as a 
mother does her son. I am so old by ikee: trouble ages the 
heart Thou shalt not go : 'tis not fair of me ; Love maketh 
HB tobe all seif." 

"Humph!*' said Luke. ''And if,*' resumed he, in the 
same graveway, "yonscapegrace shall read thy letter, and 
hear me teil bim how thou pinest for him, andyet, being a 
traitor, or a mere idiot, will not tum to thee — what shall be- 
come of me then? Must I die a bachelor, and thou fare lonely 
to thy grave, neither maid, wife, nor widow?" 

Margaret panted with fear and emotion at this terrible 
piece of good sense, and the piain question that followed it. 
But at last she faltered out, "If, which our Lady be merciful 
tome,andforbid~.Oh!" 
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"WeU, mistreBs?" 

'* If he should read mj letter , and hear thy words — and, 
•weet Luke , be just and teil him what a lovely babe he hstfa, 
f atherless, f atherless. Oh, Luke, can he be bo cruel ? ^ 

"Itrownot: butif?" 

" Then he will give thee up my marriage lines , and I ihal 
be an honest woman; and a wretched one^ and my boy wiQ 
not be a bastard: and , of course , then we could both go into 
any honest man's house that would be troubled with us: and 
even for thy goodness this day , I will — I will — ne*er beso 
ungrateful as go past thy door to another man's.*' 

"Ay, but will youcome in atmine? Ans wer me that!" 

^ ^ Oh , ask me not ! Some day , perhaps , when my womids 
leave bleeding. Alas, l'll try. If I don't fling myself and mj 
child into the Maas. Do not go, Luke! do not thinkof going! 
'Tis all madness from first to last." 

But Luke was as slow to forego an idea as to form one. 

His reply showed how fast love was making a man of him. 
'^ Well," Said he, ^'madness in something any way; and I an 
tired of doing nothing for thee: and I am no great talker. 
To-morrow, at peep of day, Istart. But, hold, Ihaveno 
money. My mother, she tiükes care of all mine; and I ne'er 
see it again.*' 

Then Margaret took out Catherine^s gold angel , whid 
had escaped so often, and gave it to Luke ; and he set out on 
his mad errand. 

It did not however seem so mad to him as to us. It was s 
superstitious age: and Luke acted on the dying man's dream, 
or Vision, or Illusion , or whatever it was , much as we should 
act on respectable Information. 

But Catherine was downright angry when she heard of ü 
To send the poor lad on such a wild-goose chase ! *^ But yoo 
are like a many more girls ; and mark my words : by the time 
you have wom that Luke fairly out, and made him as sick of 
you as a dog, you will tum as fond on him as a cow on a calf, 
and ♦ Too late * will be the cry.'* 
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%it dOamu 

The two friars reached Holland from the south just twelve 
hoors after Luke started up the Rhine. 

Thus, wild-goose chase or not, the parties were nearing 
each other , and rapidly too. For Jerome , unable to preach 
in low Dutch, now began to push on towards the coast, 
anxious to get to England as soon as possible. 

And, having the stream with them, the finars would in 
point of fact have missed Luke hj passing him in füll stream 
below his Station, but for the incident which I am about to 
relate. 

About twenty miles above the Station Luke was making 
for, Clement landed to preach in a large village ; and towards 
the end of his sermon he notieed a grey nun weeping. 

He spoke to her kindlj, and asked her what was her grief. 
"Nay," Said she, "*tis not for mjself flow these tears; *tis 
for mj lost friend. Thj words reminded me of what she was, 
and what she is , poor wretch. But you are a Dominican, and 
I am a Franciscan nun." 

*^lt matters little, my sister, if we are both Christians, and 
if I can aid thee in aught." 

The nun looked in his face , and said, ^^ These are stränge 
words , but methinks they are good ; and thy lips are oh most 
eloquent. I will teil thee our grief." 

She then let him know that a young nun , the darling of 
the convent, and her bosom firiend, had been lured away from 
hervows, and, after variousgradationsof sin, wasactually 
iiving in a small inn as chambermaid, in reality as a decoy, 
and was known to be selling her favours to the wealthier 
cuBtomers. She added , " Anywhere eise we might by kindly 
violence force her away from perdition. But this innkeeper 
was the servant of the fierce baron on the height there, and 
hath his ear still, and he would bum our convent to the 
ground, were we to take her by force." 

"Moreover, souls will not be savedby brüte force," said 
Clement. 
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WMle tbej were talking Jerome came up, and Clement 
persuaded him to lie at the convent that night. But when in 
the moming Clement told him he had had a long talk with the 
abbess , and that she was very sad, and he had promised her 
to try and win back her nun , Jerome objeeted , and said, " It 
was not their business , and was a waste of time." Clement, 
however , was no longer a mere pupil. He stood firm , and at 
last thej agreed that Jerome shouldgoforward, andsecore 
their passage in the nezt ship for England, and Clement be 
allowed time to make his welUmeant but idle experiment. 

About ten o*clock that dayl, a figure in a horseman's 
cloak, and great boots to match, and a large flapping feit hat, 
stood like a statue near the auberge, where was the apostate 
nun, Mary. The friar thus disguised was at that moment 
tmly wretched. These ardent natures undertake wonders; 
but are dashed when they come haud to hand with the sicken- 
ing difficulties. But then, as their hearts are steel, though 
their nerves are anything but iron, they tum not back, bat 
panting and dispirited, struggle on to the last. 

Clement hesitated long at the door, prayed for help and 
wisdom, and at last entered the inn and sat down faint at 
heart, and with his body in a cold Perspiration. 

But outside he was another man. He called lustily for a 
cup of wine : it was brought him by the landlord. He paid 
for it with money the convent had supplied him : and made a 
show of drinking it. 

"Landlord ," said he, " I hear there is a fair chambennaid 
in thine house." 

" Ay , stranger, the buxomest in Holland. But she gives 
not her Company to all comers ; only to good customers." 

Friar Clement dangled a massive gold chain in the land- 
lord^ssight. Helaughed, andshouted, "Here, Janet, here 
is a lover for thee would bind thee in chains of gold: and a 
tall lad into the bargain I promise thee." 

"Then I am in double luck," said a female voice : "send 
him hither." 

Clement rose, shuddered, and passed into the room, where 
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Janet was seated playing with a piece of work , and laying it 
down every minute, to sing a mutilated fragment of a song. 
For, in her mode of life, she had not the patience to carry 
anything out. 

After a few words of greeting, the disguised visitor asked 
her if they could not bemore private somewhere. 

"Why not?*' said she. And she rose and smiled, and 
went tripping before him. He followed , groaning inwardly, 
and sore perplexed. 

" There ," said she. * * Have no fear ! Nobody ever oomes 
here, but such as pay for the privilege." 

Clement looked round the room, and prayed silently for 
wisdom. Then he went softly, and closed the window- 
shutters carefully. 

'^What on earth is that for?" said Janet in some un- 
easiness. 

"Sweetheart," whispered the visitor, with a mysterious 
air, " it is that God may not see us." 

" Madman ," said Janet , ^^ think you a wooden shutter can 
keep out his eye ? " 

" Nay , I know not. Perchance he has too much on band 
to notice us. But I would not the saints and angels should 
see US. Would you ? " 

"Mypoorsoul, hopenottoescapetheirsightl Theonly 
way is not to think of them ; for if you do , it poisons your cup. 
For two pins I'd run and leave thee. Art pleasant Company 
in sooth.** 

"After all, girl, so that men see us not, what signify Grod 
and the saints seeing us? Feel this chain ! 'Tis virgin gold. 
1 shall cut two of these heavy links off for thee." 

"Ah I now thy discourse is to the point." And she handled 
the chain greedüy. " Why , 'tis as massy as the chain round 
the Virgm's neck at the conv — " She did not finish the 
Word. 

" Whishtl whishtl whisht! 'Tis ä. And thou shalt have 
thyshare. But betray me not." 

"Monster!" cried Janet, drawing back from him with 
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repugnance , ** what rob the blessed Virgin of her chain , and 
give it to an — " 

^^Youarenone,*" cried Clement, ezultingly, ''orjoah&d 
not recked för that. — Mary I" 

«Ah! ahl ahl" 

^< Thy patron saint , whose chain this is, sends me to greet 
thee." 

She ran screamiug to the window and began to undo the 
ihutters. 

Her fingers trembled, and Clement had time to bebarass 
himself of his boots , and bis hat , before the light streamed in 
upon him. He then let his doak quietlj fall, and stood be- 
fore her, a Dominican friar, calm and majestic as a statue, 
and held his crueifix towering over her with a loving , sad, and 
Bolemn look, that somehow relieved her of the physical pul 
of fear, bat crushed her with religious terror and remorse. 
She crouched and cowered againsttiie wall. 

"Mary," saidhe, gently; "oneword! Areyoahappy?" 

"As happy as I shidl be in hell." 

"And they are not happy at the convent; tbey weep 
for you." 

"Forme?" 

"Day and night; above all the Sister Ursula." 

" Poor Ursula I " And the stray ed nun began to weep her- 
seif at the thought of her firiend. 

" The angels weep still more. Wilt not dry all tiieir tears 
in earth and heaven, and save thyself ?" 

"Ahl wouldicould: but it is too late." 

"Satan avaunt," cried the monk, stemly. "'Tis thy 
favourite temptation ; and thou, Mary, listen not to the enemy 
of man, belying €k>d , and whispering despair. I who come 
to save thee have been a far greater sinner than thou. Come, 
Mary, sin, thou seest, is not so sweete*eninthis world, as 
holiness ; and etemity is at the door." 

"How can they ever receive me again?" 

"'Tis their worthiness thou doubtest now. But in tmth 
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they pine for thee. 'Twas in pity of their tears that I, a 
X>o]iiinican, undertook this task; aud broke the rule of 1117 
Order byentering an inn; and broke it again bydonning these 
lay vestments. But all is well done, and quit for a light 
penance, if thou will let us rescue thy soul from this den of 
wolves, and bring thee back to thy vows." 

The nun gazed at him with tears in her eyes. ''And thou 
a Dominican hast done this for a daughter of St. Francis! 
Why the Franciscans and Dominicans hate one another." 

''Ay, my daughter; but Francis and Dominic love one 
another." 

The recreant nun seemed Struck and affected by this 
answer. 

Clement now reminded her how shocked she had been 
that the Virgin should be robbed of her chain. "But see 
now," said he, "the convent and the Virgin too think ten 
times more of their poor nun than of golden chains; for they 
freely trusted their chain to me a stranger, that peradventure 
the sight of it might touch their lost Mary and remind her of 
their love." Finally he showed her with such terrible sim- 
pHcity the end of her present course, and on the other hand 
so revived her dormant memories and better feelings, that she 
kneeled sobbing at his feet, and owned she had never known 
happinesB nor peace since she betrayed her vows; and said 
she would go back if he would go with her; but alone she 
dared not, could not: even if she reached the gate she could 
never enter. How could she face the abbess and the sisters? 
He told her he would go with her as joyfully as the shepherd 
bears a strayed lamb to the fold. 

But when he urged her to go at once , up sprang a crop of 
those prodigiously petty diffilculties that entangle her sex, 
like Silken nets, liker iron cobwebs. 
He quietly swept them aside. 
"But how can I walk beside thee iu this habit?" 
"1 have brought the gown and cowl of thy holy order. 
Hide thy bravery with them. And ieave thy shoes as I leave 
these" (pointing to his horseman's boots) 
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She collected her jewels and omaments. 

" Wha,t are these for?" inqoired Clement. 

" To present to the convent, father." 

" Their source is too impure." 

'^But,*' objected the penitent, "itwouldbe aBintoleafe 
them here. They can be sold to feed the poor." 

^'Mary, fix thine eye on this cnicifiz, and trample those 
devilish baubles beneath thy feet." 

She hesitated ; bat soon threw them down and trampled 
onthem. 

"Now open the window and fling them out on that dun^ 
hill. "Tis well done. So pass the wages of sin from tfa; 
hands, its glittering yoke from thy neck, its pollutionfr(»D 
thy soul. Away, daughter of St. Francis, we tarry in Um 
yile place too long." She followed him. 

But they were not clear yet. 

At first the landlord was so astounded at seeing a black 
friar and a grey nun pass through his kitchen &om the inside, 
that he gaped, and muttered '' Why, what mummery is this?" 
But he soon comprehended the matter, and whipped in 
between the fugitives and the door. **What hol Reuben! 
Carll GavinI here is a false firiar spiriting away our Janet" 

The men came running in with threatening looks. The 
friar rushed at them crucifix in band. <*Forbear," hecried,in 
a stentorian voice. ** She is a holy nun retuming to her yows. 
The band thattouches hercowl, orherrobe, to stayher, it 
shall wither, his body shall lie unburied, cursed by Rome, 
and his soul shall roast in etemal fire." They shrank back as 
if a flame had metthem. ** And thou — miserable panderer !— " 

He did not end the sentence in words, but seized the man 
by the neck, and, streng as a lion in hismomentsofhotex- 
citement, whirled him furiously from the door and seathim 
all across the room, pitching headforemost on to the stone 
floor ; then tore the door open and carried the screaming nun 
out into the road. " Hush ! poor trembler ," he gasped ; " they 
dare not molest thee on the high road. Away ! " 

The landlord lay terrified, half stunned, and bleeding: 
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and Mary, thoogh ehe offcen looked back apprehensivety, saw 
nomoreof him. 

On the road he bade her observe bis impetaosity. 

"Hitherto," said he , " we have spoken of thy faults : now 
for mine. My choler is ungovemable; füriouB. Itisbythe 
grace of God I am not a murderer. I repent the next moment ; 
bat a moment too late is all too late. Mary, had the churls 
laid finger on thee, I should haye scattered their brains with 
my crucifix. Oh, I know myself , go to ; and tremble at my- 
self. There lurketh a wild beast beneath this black gown of 
mine.'* 

<*Alas, father," said Mary, " were you other than you are 1 
had been lost. To take me from that place needed a man 
wary as a foz; yet bold as a lion." 

Clement reflected. * ^ Thus mach is certain, God chooseth 
well bis fleshly instrmnents : and with imperfect hearts doeth 
bis perfect work. Glory be to Gk)d I " 

When they were near the conventMary suddenly stopped, 
and seized the £riar's arm, and began to cry. He looked at 
her kindly, and told her she had nothing to fear. It woold be 
the happiest day she had erer spent. He then made her sit 
down and compose herseif tili he should retom. He entered 
the conyent, and desired to see the abbess. 

"My sister, giye the glory to God: Mary is at the 
gate." 

The astonishment and delight of the abbess were un- 
bomided. She yielded at once to Clements eamest request 
that the road of penitence might be smoothed at first to this 
unstable Wanderer, and, aftersome Opposition, she entered 
heartily into bis views as to her actual reception. To give 
time for their little preparations Clement went slowly back, 
and seating himself by Mary soothed her: and heard her con- 
fession. 

"The abbess has granted me that you shall propose your 
own penauce." 

"It shall be none the lighter," said she. 
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" I trow not," Said he : " but that is futore : to-daj is giren 
tojoy alone." 

He then led her round the boilding to the abbess'i 
postem. Ab tkej went thej heard knosical instniments and 
einging. 

** Tis a feast-day/* said Mary ; " and I come to mar it." 

'^Hardly/* said Clement, smiling; '^seeing that 70a sre 
the queen of the fete.'* 

"I, father? what meanyou?" 

*'What, Mary, have yon never heard that there is mm 
joy in heaven over one sinner that repenteth, than over ninety- 
nine just persons which need no repentance? Now this cod* 
yent is not heaven ; nor the nuns angels ; yet are there amoog 
them some angelic spirits; and these sing and exnlt atthj 
retum. And here methinks comes one of them ; for I see her 
hand trembles at the keyhole." 

The postem was flung open, and in a moment sister Ursula 
clung sobbing and kissing round her friend*s neck. The ab- 
bess foUowed more sedately, but little less moyed. 

Clement bade them farewell. They entreated him to sti^: 
but he told them with much regret he could not He had al- 
ready tried his good brother Jerome's patience, and mast 
hasten to the river: and perhaps sail for England to-morrow. 

So Mary retumed to the fold, and Clement strode briski/ 
on towards the Rhine, and England. 

This was the man for whom Margaret's boy lay in wait 
with her letter. 

And that letter was one ofthose simple, touching appeals 
only her sex can write to those who have used them cruelly, 
and they love them. She began by telling him of the birth of 
the little boy, and the comfort he had been to her in all the 
distress of mind his long and stränge silence had caused her. 
She described the little Gerard minutely, not forgetting tbe 
mole on his little finger. ^'Enow you any one that hati^ the 
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like on bis? If 70U only saw him you conld not choose but be 
proud of him ; all the mothers in the street do cnvy me : bat I 
the wives ; for thou comest not to us. My own Gerard , some 
say thou art dead. Bat if thou wert dead how could I be 
alive? Others say that thou , whom I love so truly, art false. 
But this will I believe from no Ups but thine. My father love^ 
thee well ; and as he lay a-dying he thought he saw thee on a 
greatriver, with thy face tumed towards thy Margaret, but 
sore disfigured. Is't so, perchance? Hare cruel men scarred 
thy sweet face? or hast thou lost one of thy precious limbs? 
Whj then thou hast the more need of me, and I shall love thee 
not worse, alas ! thinkest thou a woman's love is light as 'a 
man's? but better, than I did when I shed those few drops 
from my arm, not worth the tears thou didst shed for them ; 
mindest thou? 'tis not so very long agone, dear Gerard." 

The letter continued in this strain, and concluded without 
a word of reproach or doubt as to bis faith and afiPection. Not 
that she was free from most distressing doubts : but they were 
not certainties; and to sbow them might turn the scale, and 
frigbten him away from her with fear of being scolded. And 
of this letter she made soft Luke the bearer. 

So she was not an angel after all. 

Luke mingled with the passengers of two boats, and could 
hear nothing of Gerard Eliassoen. Nor did this surprise him. 
He was more surprised when, at the third attempt, ablack 
friar Said to him, somewhat severely, "And what would you 
with him you call Gerard Eliassoen?" 

"Why, father, if he is alive I have got a letter for 
bim." 

"Humph!" Said Jerome. "I am sorry for it. However, 
the flesh is weak. Well, my son , he you seek will be here by 
the nezt boat, or the next boat affcer. And if he chooses to 
answer to that name — . Aftei all , I am not the keeper of bis 
conscience." 

" Good father, one piain word, for Heaven's sake. This 
Gerard Eliassoen of Tergou.— is he alive?" 



256 THE OLOISTEB 

"HumphI Why, certes, he that went by that nameis 
aHve." 

** Well , then , that is settled ," said Luke , drily. But tJif 
next moment he found it necessaiy to run out of sight »d 
blubber. 

'^Oh, why did the Lord make any women?" said hec 
himself. '^I was content with the world tili I feil in love. Heit 
bis little finger is more to her than my whole body , and he s 
not dead. And here I haye got to give him this." He lookec 
at the letter and dashed it on the ground. But he picked it ^ 
again with a spiteful snatch, and went to the iandlord, witi 
tears in bis eyes, and begged for work. The Iandlord declined. 
said he had bis own people. 

" Oh , I seek not your money ," said Luke. " I only want 
some work to keep me from breaking my heart aboat anotfaer 
man^s lass." 

<< Good lad ! good lad ! '* ezploded the Iandlord ; and fbimii 
him lots of barreis to mend — on these terms. And he 
coopered with fury in the interval of the boats Coming down 
the Bhine. 

CHAPTEB XXXIIL 

Wbitino an eamest letter seldom leaves the mind inttof» 
quo. Margaret, in hers, vented her energy and herfaithis 
her dying father*s vision, or Illusion; and, when this was 
done, and Luke gone, she wondered at her credulity , and her 
conscience pricked her about Luke; and Catherine came 
and scolded her, and she paid the price of false hopes, and 
elevation of spirits, by falling into deeper despondency . She 
was found in this state by a stanch friend she had lately 
made ; Joan Ketel. This good woman came in radiant witii 
an idea. 

"Margaret, I know the eure for thine ill: the bermitof 
Gouda, a wondrous holy man. Why, he can teil what ib conh 
ing, when he is in the mood." 
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" Ay, I have heard of him/* said Margaret hopelessly. 
foan with some difficulty persuaded her to walk out as far as 
Touda , and consult the hermit. Tiiej took some butter, and 
ggs, in a basket, and went to bis cave. 

What had made the pair such fast fnends? Jorian some 
ix weeks ago feil ill of a bowel disease ; it began with raging 
)ain ; and when this went off, leaving him weak, an awkward 
ymptom succeeded; nothing, either liquider solid, would stay 
nhis stomach a minute. The doctor said: ^^He must die if this 
roes onmanyhours; therefore, boil thou now a chicken with 
i golden angel in the water, and let him sup that!** Alas! 
jMlt chicken broth shared the fate of the humbler viands, its 
>redece8sors. Then the curd steeped the thumb of St. Sergius 
n beef broth. Same result. Then Joan ran weeping to 
^fargaret to borrow some linen to make his shroud. ^ ^ Let me 
lee him," said Margaret She came in and feit his pulse. 
*Ah!" said she, "I doubt they have not gone to the root 
3pen the windowl Art stifling him; now change all his 
linen." 

*'Alack, woman, what for? Why foul more linen for a 
iyingman?" objectedthemediaBvalwife. 

"Do as thou art bid," said Margaret dully, and leffc the 
room. 

Joan somehow found herseif doing as she was bid. Mar- 
garet retumed with her apron füll of aflowering herb. She 
DQiade a decoction, and took it to the bedside; and before 
^ying it to the patient, took a spoonful herseif, and smacked 
ber Ups hypocritically. " That is fair ," said he with a feeble 
Eittempt at humour. "Why, *tissweet, and now *tis better." 
ähe engaged him in conversation as soon as he had taken it. 
This bitter-sweet stayed by him. Seeing which she built on it 
GU3 Cards are built: mized a very little schiedam in the third 
spoonful, and a little beatenyolkof egg in the seventh. And 
30 with the patience of her sex she coaxed his body out of 
Death's grasp; and finally, Nature, being patted on the back, 
instead of kicked under Üie bed, set Jorian Ketel on his legs 
Etgain. But the doctress made them both swear never to teil ^ 
The doister ani the Hearth. II 17 
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soul her guilty deed. '* They wonld put me in prison y awr 
from my child." 

The simple that saved Jorian was called sweet fsTeifiew. 
She gathered it in his own garden. Her eagle eye had seenit 
growing out of the window. 

Margaret and Joan, ihen , reached the hermit^s cave, atf 
placed their present on the litüe platform. Margaret tbc 
applied her mouth to the aperture, made for that pozpose, m 
seid: *<Holy hermit, we bring thee butter and eggB of tb 
best : and I, a poor deserted girl, wife, jet no wife, and moüis 
of the sweetest babe , come to pray thee teil me wheüier be it 
quick or dead, true to his yows or false." 

A faint voiee issued from the cave: Tronble me not wit^ 
the things of earth, bat send me a holy fiiar. I am dying." 

^'Alasl'* cried Margaret ^'Is it e*en so, poor soiü? Tbc 
let US in to help thee.*' 

'^Saintsforbid! Thine is a woman's Toice. SendmeaholT 
friar!" 

They went back as they came. Joan could not help sayingi 
'< Are women imps o' darkness then, that they most not come 
anigh a dying bed?" 

Bat Margaret was too deeply dejected to say anytfaing 
Joan applied roagh consolation. Bat she was not listenedto 
tili she seid: '* And Jorian will speak oatere long; he is just 
on the boil. He is very grateful to thee, believe it." 

*' Seeing is believing," replied Margaret with qoiet bitter- 
ness. 

'^Not bat what he thinks yoa might have saved him witit 
something more oat o' the common than yon. < A man of mj 
inches to be cared wi' feverfew,* says he. * Why, if thereis 
a sorry herb,* says he. * Why , I was thmking o' puUing&ll 
mineap,* says he. I ap and told him remedies were none the 
better for being far-fetched; yoa and fererfew cared him, 
when the grand medicines came ap faster than they went 
down. So says I, *Yoa may go down onyoar fourbonesto 
fererfew.* Bat indeed, he is gratefal atbottom; youareall 
his thoaght and all his chat. Bat he sees Gerard's fbli 
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comiDg around ye, and good frieiids, and he Baidonlylast 
ixight — " 

"Well?" 

'* He made me yow not to teil ye." 

"Prithee,tellme." 

"Well, he Said: * An* if I teil what little I know, it won*t 
bring him back , and it will set them all by the ears. I wish I 
Ixad more head-piece,' said he, *I am sore perplexed. But 
least said is soonest mended/ Yon is his favourite word; he 
comes back to't from a mile off." 

Margaret shook her head. " Ay , we are wading in deep 
"waters, my poor habe and me." 

It was Saturday night : and no Luke. 

" Poor Luke I " said Margaret. " It was very good of him 
to go on such an errand." 

"He is one out of a hundred," replied Catherine warmly. 

" Mother, do you think he would be kind to little Gerard? " 

"I am sure he would. So do you be kinder to him when he 
comes back! Willyenow?" 

"Ay." 

Brother Clement, directedbythenuns, avoided a bend in 
the riyer, and, striding lustily forward, reached a Station some 
miles nearer the coast than that were Luke lay in wait for 
Gerard Eliassoen. And the next moming he started eady, 
and was in Rotterdam at noon. He made at once for the port, 
not to keep Jerome waiting. 

He observed several monks of his order on the quay; he 
went to them : but Jerome was not amongst them. He asked 
one of them whether Jerome had arrived ? " Surely , brother," 
was the reply. 

"Prithee, where is he?" 

" Where? Why, therel" said the monk, pointing to a ship 
in füll sali. And Clement now noticed that all the monks were 
Looking seaward. 

"What, gone without mel Oh Jerome! Jerome!" cried 

17* 
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he in a voice of anguish. Several of the friars tamed round, 
and etared. 

'^You must be brother Clement/' Baid one of them u 
length; and on this they kissed him and greeted him whh 
brotherly wannth , and gave him a letter Jerome had charged 
them with for him. It was a hasty scrawl. The writer tolfi 
him coldlyaship was about to sail for England, and bewas 
loth to lose time. He (Clement) might foUow if be pleased 
but he would do mach better to stay behind, and preach to hii 
own country folk. " Give the glory to God, btother ; you hare 
a wonderful power over Dutch hearts: but you are no match 
for those haughty islanders : you are too tender. 

*'Know thou that on the way I met one, who asked me for 
thee under the name thou didst bear in the world. Be on tiij 
guard ! Let not the world catch thee again by any silken net 
And remember, Solitude, Fasting, and Prayer are the swoid, 
spear, and shield of the soul. Farewell/* 

Clement was deeply shocked and mortified at this con- 
temptuous desertion, and this cold-blooded missive. 

He promised the good monks to sleep at the convent, and 
to preach wherever tbe prior should appoint (for Jerome had 
raised him to the skies as a preacher), and then withdrew 
abruptly, for he was cut to the quick , and wanted to be alone. 
He asked himself , was there some incurable fault in him, re< 
pulsive to so true a son of Dominic? Or was Jerome himself 
devoid ofthat Christian Love whichSt.Paul had placed abore 
Faith itself? Shipwrecked with him, and saved on the same 
fragmentofthe wreck; hispupil, hispenitent, hlBBoninthe 
Church, and now for fom* hundred miles bis fellow-traveller in 
Christ; and to be shaken off like dirt, the first opportunity, 
with harsh and cold disdain. "Why, worldly hearts are no 
colder nor less trusty than this," said he. " The only one that 
ever really loved me lies in a grave hard by. Fly me , fly to 
England, man bom without a heart ; I will go and pray over a 
grave at Sevenbergen." 

Three hours later he passed Peter*s cottage. A troop of 
lioisy children were playing about the door, and the house had 
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been repaired, and a new outhoose added. He tumed his 
head hastily away , not to distorb a picture bis memory trea- 
snred; and went to the churchyard. 

He sought among the tombstones for Margaretes. He could 
not find it. He could not believe tbej had grudged ber a 
tombstone, so searcbed tbe chorcbyard all over again. 

"Ob, poverty! stem povertyl Poor soul, thou wert like 
me; no one was left tbat loved tbee , when Gerard was gone." 

He went into tbe cbureb, and, after kissing tbe steps, 
prajed long and eamestly for tbe soul of ber wbose resting- 
place be could not find. 

Coming out of tbe cbureb be saw a very old man looking 
over tbe little cburcbyard gate. He went towardsbim, and 
asked bim did be live in tbe place. 

" Four score and twelve years, man and boy. And I come 
iiere every day of late, boly fatber, to take a peep. Tbis is 
where I look to bide ere long." 

"My son, can you teil me wbere Margaret lies?" 

"Margaret? Tbere*s a many Margarets bere." 

"Margaret Brandt. Sbe was daugbter to a leamed 
physician." 

" As if I didn't know tbat,*' said tbe old man, pettisbly. 
"But she doesn't lie bere. Bloss you, tbey left tbis a longM 
wbile ago. Gone in a moment, and tbe bouse empty. Wbat, 
is sbe dead? Margaret a Peter dead? Now only tbink on*t. 
Like enow ; like enow. Tbey great towns do terribly disagree 
wi* coiintry folk." 

" Wbat great towns, my son? " 

"Well *twas Rotterdam tbey went to from bere, so I beard 
teU; or was it Amsterdam? Nay, I trow *twas Rotterdam. 
And gone tbere to die I " 

Clement sigbed. 

" 'Twas not in ber face now, tbat I saw. And I can mostly 
teil. Alack , tbere was a bloommg young flower to be cut off 
80 soon, and an old weed like me left standing still. Well, 
well, sbe was a May rose yon; dear beart, wbat a winsome 
smile sbe bad, and — '* 
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"Godbless thee, my 8on," said Clement; "farewefl!" 
and the horried away. 

He reached the convent at Bonset, and watched and 
prajed in the chapel for Jerome, and Margaret, tili it was 
long past midnight, and his soul had recovered its coid 
calm. 

CHAPTEK XXXIV. 

THsnextday, Sunday, aftermass, was a bostling daj at 
Catherine's house in the Hoog Straet. The shop was now 
quite ready, and Comelis and Sybrandt were to open itneit 
day; their names were above tiie door; also their sign, a 
white lamb sucking a gilt sheep. Elibadcome, andbronglit 
them some more goods &om his störe to give thezn a good 
Start. The hearts of the parents glowed at what they were 
doing, and the pair themselves walked in the garden together, 
and agreed they were sick of their old life, and it was more 
pleasant to make money than waste it ; they vowed to stick to 
business like wax. Their mother's quick and ever watchfnl 
ear overheard this resolntion throogh an open window, and 
she told Eli. The family supper was to include Margaret and 
her boy, and be a kind of inaugural feast, at which good 
trade advice was to flow from the eiders , and good wine to be 
drunk to the success of the conyerts to Commerce from Agn- 
culture in its unremmierative form, — wild oats. So Mar- 
garet had come over to help her mother-in-law, and also to 
shake off her own deep languor ; and both their faces were as 
red as the fire. Presently in came Joan with a salad from 
Jorian's garden. 

^'He cut it for you, Margaret; you are all his chat; I shall 
be jealoos. I told him you were to feast to-day. But oh, 
lass, what a sermon in the new kerk! Preaching? I never 
heard it tili this day." 

" Would I had been there then," said Margaret; "for I 
am dried up for want of dew from heaven." 
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"Why, he preacheth again thiß aftemoon. Butmayhap 
you are wanted here." 

"Not flhe," said Catherine. "CJome, away ye go, if y'are 
minded." 

"Indeed/' said Margaret, "methinks I should not be 
such a damper at table if I could come to 't warm from a good 
sermon." 

"Then you moBt be brisk," observed Joan. "See the 
folk are wending that way, and as I live, there goes the holy 
Mar. Oh bless ob andsave us, Margaret; thehermit! We 
forgot." And this active woman bounded out of the house, 
and ran across the road , and stopped the firiar. She retumed 
asquickly. "There, I was beut on seeing him nigh band.*' 
" What Baid he to thee ? " 

"Says he, ^My daughter, I will go to him ere sunset, 
GU)d wiÜing.* The sweetest voice. But, oh, my mistresBes, 
what thin cheekB for a young man, and great eyes, notfar 
fromyoureolour, Margaret" 

"I have a great mind to go hear him," said Margaret. 
"But my cap is not very clean, and they will all be there in 
their snow- white mutchoB." 

"There, take my handkerchief out of the basket," Bald 
Catherine; "you cannot haye the child, I want him for my 
poor Kate. It iB one of her ill dayB." 

Margaret replied by taking the boy upstairB. She found 
Kate in bed. 

"Howartthou, Bweetheart? Nay, Ineednotask. Thou 
art in sore pain; thou smilest so. See, I haye brought thee 
one thou lovest." 

"Two, bymy wayof counting," said Kate, with an an- 
gehe smile. She had a spasm at that moment would have 
made some of us roar like bulls. 

"What, in your lap?" seid Margaret, answering a 
gesture of the suffering girl. "Nay, he ia too heavy, and 
thou in such pain." 

"I love him too dear to feel bis weight," was the reply. 
Margaret took this opportunity, and made her teilet. "I 
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am for the kerk," said she, *'to hear a beautifiil jn-eadier.* 
Kate siglied. ^'Andaminate ago, Kate, I was all agc^te 
go: that is the way with me this month past; up and dowi, 
up and down, like the wayes of the Zuyder Zee. Td as lier! 
Btay aside thee : say the word ! " 

^^Nay," Said Kate, "prithee go ; and bring me back evvj 
word. Well-a-day that I cannot go myself.** And the tetis 
stood in the patient's eyes. This decided Margaret , and eb 
kissed Kate , looked under her lashes at the boy, and heaie^ 
a little sigh. 

" I trow I must not ," said she. '* I never could kiss him % 
little ; and my f ather was dead against waking a child by daj 
or night. When 'tis thy pleasore to wake, speak thy annt 
Kate the two new words thou hast gotten." And ehe went 
out, looking lovingly over her Shoulder, and ahat the dooi 
inaudibly. 

'< Joan, you will lend me a band, and peel these?" said 
Catherine. 

''That I will, dame." And the cooking proceeded witii 
silent yigour. 

*'Now, Joan, them which help me cook and serve the 
meat, theyhelpmeeatit; thafs a nile." 

"There's worse laws in Holland than that. Yonr will is 
my pleasure , mistress ; for my Luke hath got bis sapper i' the 
air. He is digging to-day, by good lack." ( Margaret came 
down.) 

"£h, woman, yon is an agly trade. There, she has just 
washed her face and gi*en her hair a tum, and now who is 
like her? Rotterdam, that for yoa!'' and Catherine snapped 
her fingers at the capital. "G-ive as a buss, hassy! Now 
mind, Eli won*t wait sapper for the dake. Wherefbre, loiter 
not affcer your kerk is over." 

Joan and she both foUowed her to the door, and stood at 
it watching her a good way down the street. For among 
homely housewiyes going oat o' doors is half an incident 
Catherine commented on the laanch; ''there, Joan, it is 
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almost to me as if I had just started mj own daughter for 
kerk , and stood a looking sufter ; the which IVe done it manys 
and manys the times. Joan, lass, slie won't hear a word 
against our Grerard; and, be he alive, he has used her cruel; 
tbat is why my bowels yeam for the poor wench. I'm older 
and. TV'iser than ehe; and so Tll wed her to yon simple Luke, 
and there an end. Whafs one grandchild ? " 



CHAPTER XXXV. 

The sermon had begon when Margaret entered the great 
church of St. Laurens. It was a huge edifice, far £rom com- 
pleted. Churches were not built in a year. The side aisles 
were roofed, but not the mid aisle nor the chancel; the pillars 
and arches were pretty perfeet, and some of them white- 
washed. But only one window in the whole church was 
glazed; the rest were at present great jagged openings in 
the Guter walls. 

But to-day all these uncouth imperfections made the 
church beautiful. It was aglorious summer aftemoon, and 
the sunshine came broken into marvellous forms through 
those irregulär openings, and played bewitching pranks 
upon so many broken surfaces. 

It streamed through the gaping walls, and clove the dark 
cool side aisles with rivers of glory, and dazzled and glowed 
on the white pillars beyond. 

And nearly the whole central aisle was chequered with 
light and shade in broken ouüines ; the shades seeming cooler 
and more soothing than ever shade was , and the lights like 
patches of amber diamond, animated with heavenly fire. 
And above, from west to east the blue aky vaulted the lofty 
aisle, and seemed quite close. 

The sunny caps of the women made a sea of white con- 
trasting exquisitely with that vivid vault of blue. 

For the mid aisle , huge as it was , was crammed , yet quite 
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still. The words and the mellow , genüe, eamest voice of tiie 
preacher held them mute. 

Margaret stood spell-bound at the beauty, the devotioo, 
" the great calm." She got behind a pillar in the north aisle; 
and tibere, though she could hardly catch a word, a sweet 
devotional languor crept over her at the loveliness of the place 
and the preacher's mosical voice: and balmy oil seemed to 
trickle over the waves in her heart and smooth them. So she 
leaned against the pülar with eyes half dosed, and all seemed 
soft and dreamy. She feit it good to be there. 

Presentljshe saw a ladyleave an excellent place opposite, 
togetout of the sun, which was indeed.pouring on her head 
from the window. Margaret went round softly bat awifüj; 
and was fortunate enough to get the place. She was now 
beside a pillar of the south aisle , and not aboye fifty feet firom 
the preacher. She was at hisside, a litüe behind him, bot 
could hear every word. 

Her attention however was soon distracted by the shadow 
of a man*8 head and Shoulders bobbing up and down so drolly 
she had some ado to keep from smiling. 

Yet it was nothing essentially droU. 

It was the sezton digging. 

She found that out in a moment by looking behind her, 
through the window, to whence the shadow came. 

Now as she was looking at Jorian Ketel digging, suddenly 
a tone of the preacher's voice feil upon her ear and her mind 
sodistincüy, it seemed literally to strike her, and make her 
vibrate inside and out. 

Her band went to her bosom, so stränge and sudden was 
the thrill. Then she tumed round, and looked at the 
preacher. His back was tumed and nothing visible but his 
tonsure. She sighed. That tonsure , being all she saw , con- 
tradicted the tone effectually. 

Yet she now leaned a littie forward with downcast eyes, 
hoping for that accent again. It did not; come. But the 
whole voice grew strangely upon her. It rose and feil as the 
preacher warmed: and it seemed to waken faint echos of « 
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lousaxid happy memories. She would not look to dispel the 
lelancholj pleasure this voice gave her. 

Presentlyyinthemiddle of an eloquent periodythepreacher 
topped. 

She almost sighed; a soothing music had ended. Could 
lie sermon be ended abreadj? No: she looked round; the 
•eople did not move. 

A good many faces seemed now to tum her waj. She 
ooked behind her sharply. There was nothing there. 

Startled countenances near her now eyed the preacher. 
Jhe followed their looks; and there, in the pulpit, was a face 
ks of a Bt€uring corpse. The friar's eyes , naturally large , and 
nade larger by the thinness of his cheeks, were dilated to 
lupematuralsize, and glaring, her way, out of a bloodless 
face. 

She cringed and tumed fearfiilly round; for she thought 
there mitst be some terrible thing near her. No: there 
was nothing; she was the outside figure of the listening 
crowd. 

At this moment the church feil into commotion. Fignres 
got up all oyer the building, and craned forward; agitated 
faces by hundreds gazed from the friar to Margaret, and from 
Margaret to the friar. The tuming to and £ro of so many 
Caps made a loud rustle. Then came shrieks of nervous 
women, and buzzing of men : and Margaret, seeing so many 
eyeslevelledather, shrank terrified behind the pUlar, wiüi 
one scared, hurried glance at the preacher. 

Momentary as that glance was, it caught in that stricken 
face an expression that made her shiver. 

She tumed faint, and sat down on a heap of chips the 
workmen had left, and buried her face in her hands. The 
sermon went on again. She heard the sound of it; but not 
the sense. She tried to think , but her mind was in a whirl. 
Thought would fix itself in no shape but this: that on that 
prodigy-stricken face she had seen a look stamped. And 
the recollection of that look now made her quiver from head 
tofoot 
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For that look was "Ebooonitiom." 

Thesermon, afterwayeringsometime, ended in a strail 
of ezalted, nay, feveriBh eloquence, that went fax to o 
the crowd forget the preacher*s stränge pause , and ghasti 
glare. 

Margaret mingled hastily with the crowd, and went out 
the church with Ihem. 

They went their ways home. Bat she tnmed at the door. 
and went into the chorehyard ; to Peter*s graye. Poor as she 
was, she had giyen him a slab and a headstone. She sst 
down on the slab, and kissed it. Then threw her apioc 
oyer her head that no one might distinguish her by her hair. 

^^Father," she said, '^thou hast often heard me say lan 
wading in deep waters; but now I begin to think Grod onlr 
knows the bottom of them. 1*11 follow that Mar round tfae 
World , but 111 see him at arm*8 length. And he shall teil me 
why he looked towards me like a dead man wakened: and not 
a soul behind me. Oh father; you often praised me here: 
speak a word for me there. For I am wading in deep waten.'* 

Her father*B tomb commanded a side yiew of l^e chnrcli 
door. 

And on that tomb she sat , with her face coyered , waylay- 
ing the holy preacher. 

CHAPTER XXXVI. 

Thb cool church, chequered with sunbeams and crowned 
with heayenlypurple, soothed and charmed father Clement, 
as it did Margaret; and more, it carried his mind direct to 
the Creator of all good and pure delights. Then his eye feil 
on the great aisle crammed with his countiy folk; a thousand 
snowy caps, filigreed with gold. Many a hundred leagues he 
had trayelled; but seen notbing like them, except snow. In 
the moming he had thundered: but this sweet aftemoon 
•eemed out of tune with threats. His beweis yeamed orer 
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that multitade; and he must teil them of God*s love: poor 
souls, thej heard almost as little of itfrom the pulpit then a 
dajs as tiie heathen used. He told them the glad tidings 
of salvation. The people hang upon his gentle, eamest 
tongue. 

He was not one of those preachers who keep gyrating in 
the pulpit like the weathercock on the steeple. He moved 
the hearts of others more than his own hody. Bat on the 
other hand he did not entirely neglect those who were in bad 
places. And presently, warm with this theme , that none of 
all that maltitade might miss the joyfiil tidings of Christas 
love, he tamed him towards the south aisle. 

And there, in a stream of sanshine from the window, was 
the radiant face of Margaret Brandt. He gazed at it withoat 
emotion. It jast benambed him soal and bodj. 

Bat soon tiie words died in his throat, and he trembled as 
he glared at it. 

There, with her aubam hair bathed in sanbeams, and 
glittering like the gloriola of a saint, and her face glowing 
doubly , with its own beaaty , and the sunshine it was set in — 
stood his dead love. 

She was leaning very lightly against a white colamn. She 
was listening with tender, downcast lashes. 

He had seen her listen so to him a handred times. 

There was no change in her. This was the blooming 
Margaret he had left: only a shade riper and more lovelj. 

He stared at her with monstroas eyes and bloodless 
cheeks. 

The people died oat of his sight. He heard, as in a dream, 
a rustling and rising all over the charch; bat coald not take 
his prodigy-stricken ejes off that face, all Hfe, and bloom, 
and beauty, and that wondroas aabam hair glistening glori« 
ously in the san. 

He gazed, thinking she mast vanish. 

She remained. 

All in a moment she was looking at him, füll. 

Her own violet eyes 1 1 
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At fhis he was beside himself , and his Ups parted to sbn^ 
out her name, when she turned her head swifüj, and loo 
after yanished, bat not without one more glance, whidi, 
though rapid as lightning, encountered his, and left he 
Coaching and qaivering with her mind in a whirl, and hia 
panting and griping the pulpit convalsively. For this glai^ 
of hers, though not recognition, was the startled inqnirin^ 
nameless, indescribable look , that precedes recognition. Bt 
made amightyeffort, and muttered something nobodj eomi 
understand: then feebly resumed his discourse; and stam- 
mered and babbled on a while, tili by degrees forcinghimseE 
now she was out of sight, to look on it as a yision from tfat 
other World, he rose into a State of unnatural excitement, td 
concluded in a style of eloquence that electnfied the simple: 
for it bordered on rhapsody. 

The sermon ended, he sat down on the pulpit stod 
terribly shaken. But presently an idea very characteristic d 
the time took possession of him. He had sought her grave tt 
Sevenbergen in yain. She had now been permitted to appeir 
to him, and show him that she was buried here; probably hsid 
by that yery pillar, where her spirit had showed itself ts 
him. 

This idea once adopted soon settled on his mind with all 
the certainty of a fact. And he feit he had only to speak to 
the sexton, (whom to his great disgust he had seen working 
during the sermon) to leam the spot, where she was laid 

The church was now quite empty. He came down from 
the pulpit and stepped through an aperture in the south wall 
on to the grass, and went up to the sexton. He knew him in a 
moment. But Jorian never suspected the poor lad, whose 
life he had sayed, in this holy friar. The loss of his shapely i 
beard had wonderfnlly altered the outline of his face *. This 

* Pietro Vaniicci, and Andrea, did not recognlse him wlthoot bis 
beard. The fact is, that the beard which haa never know a raior 
grows In a yery picturesqne and characteristic formi and beeomes • 
featnre in the face ; lo that ita remoyal may in tome caset be an effsetoal 
disgaiie. 
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had changed him eyen more than his tonsnre, bis short hair 
Bprinkled with premature grey, and his clieeks thinned and 
paled hj fasts and vigils. 

"IViyson," ßaid &iar Clement, ßofüy, "if youkeep any 
memory of those whom you lay in the earth , prithee teil me 
is any Christian buried inside the church, near one of the 
piUars." 

"Nay, father," said Jorian, *'here in the churchyard lie 
buried all that buried be. Why ?" 

"No matter. Prithee teil me then where lieth Margaret 
Brandt." 

'^Margaret Brandt?" And Jorian stared stupidly at the 
Speaker. 

" She died about three years ago, and was buried here." 

" Oh , that is another matter," said Jorian; " that was be- 
fore my time; the vicar could teil you, likely; if so be she 
was a genüewoman, or at the least rieh enough to pay him his 
fee." 

^'Alas, my son, she was poor (and paid a heavy penalty 
for it); but bomof decent folk. Her father, Peter, was a 
leamed physician; she came hither from Seyenbergen — 
to die." 

When Clement had uttered these words his head sunk 
npou his breast, and he seemed to haye no power nor wish to 
question Jorian more. I doubt even if he knew where he was. 
He was lost in the past. 

Jorian put down his spade, and standing upright in the 
graye, set his arms akimbo, and said sulkily, "Are youmaking 
a fool of me , holy sir , or has some wag been makmg a fool of 
you?" 

And haying relieyed his mind thus, he proceeded to dig 
again, with a certain yigour that showed his somewhat ir- 
ritable temper was ruffled. 

Clement gazed at him with a puzzled but gently reproach- 
fuleye; for tiie tone was rüde, and the words unintelligible. 

G-ood natured, though crusty, Jorian had not thrownup 
three spadefuls ere he became ashamed of it himself. "Why 
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what a base churl am I to speak thus to thee, holy fsttib»; 
and thou a-standing there , looking at me like a lamb. Ab! 
I have it; 'tis Peter Brandt's grave, you woold fain see, not 
Margaretes. He does liebere; bard bj the west door. There; 
ril sbow 70U." And he laid down bis spade , and put on bis 
doublet and jerkin to go witb tbe Mar. 

He did not know tbere was anybody sitting on Peter« 
tomb. Still less that she was watcbing for tbis boly firiar. 



CHAPTEB XXXVII. 

Whilb Jorian was patting on bis doublet and jerkin togo 
to Peter*s tomb, bis tongue was not idle. ^^ Tbey used to call 
bim a magician out Sevenbergen waj. And tbey do sajk 
gave 'em a toucb of bis trade at parting; told *em be sav 
Margaretes lad a-coming down Rbine in brave clotbes and 
Store 0' money, but bis face scarred by foreign glaive, and not 
altogether so many arms and legs as a went away wi*. Bat, 
dear beart, nougbt came on*t. Margaret is still wearying foi 
ber lad ; and Peter, be lies as quiet as bis neigbbours ; not but 
wbat sbe batb put a stone slab over bim, to keep Inm wbere 
beis: as you sball see." 

He put botb bands on tbe edge of tbe grave , and was 
about to raise bimseK out of it , but tbe friar laid a trembling 
band on bis sboulder, and said in a stränge wbisper — 

" How long since died Peter Brandt?" 

"About two montbs. Wby ? " 

"And bis daughter boried him, say you?" 

"Nay, Iburiedbim, but sbe paid tbe fee and rearedthe 
stone. Wby?" 

" Then — but he had but one daughter; Margaret?" 

"Nomore; leastways, tbat be owned to." 

" Then you tbink Margaret is — is alive? " 

" Tbink? Wby I sbould be dead eise. Riddle me that" 

" Alas, bow can I ? You love ber I " 

<'No more tban reason, being a married man and father of 
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fotir more stordy knayes like myself. Nay, the answer is, 
she saved my life scarce siz weeks agone. Now had ehe been 
dead she couldn't ha' kept me aliye. Bless your heart I 
couldn't keep a thing on my stomach; nor doctors couldn't 
make me. M7 Joan says ^'Tls time to buy thee a shroud.* 
*I dare say, so 'tis/ says I ; * but try and borrow one first/ In 
comes mj lady, this Margaret, which she died three years 
ago, bj jour way on*t, opens the Windows, makes 'em shift me 
wherellaj, and eures mein the twinklingofabed-post; bat 
wi' what? there pinches the shoe; with the scurviest herb, 
and out of my own garden, too; with sweet feverfew. A 
herb, quotha, 'tis a weed ; leastways it was a weed tili it cured 
me; but now whene'er I pass my bunch I doffbonnet, and, 
saysl, *My Service t*ye.' Why, hownow, father, youlook 
wondrous pale, and now you are red ; and now you are white? 
Why, what is the matter? What in Heaven's name is the 
matter?" 

"The surprise — the joy — the wonder — the fear," 
gasped Clement. 

"Why what is it to thee? Art thou of kin to Margaret 
Brandt?" 

"Nay; but I knew one that loved her well, so well her 
death nigh killed him, body and soul. And yet thou sayest 
she lives. And I believe thee." 

Jorian stared, and after a considerable silence, said very 
gravely, "Pather, youhave askedme many questions, and 
I have answered them truly ; now for our Lady*s sake answer 
me but two. Did you in very sooth know one who loved this 
poorlass? Where?" 

Clement was on the point of revealing himself , but he re- 
membered Jerome's letter, and shrank £rom being called by 
the name he had bome in the world. 

"1 knew him in Italy," said he. 

"If you knew him you can teil me his name ," said Jorian, 
caatioosly. 

"His name was G-erard Eliassoen." 

The Cloiiter and the Hearth, U, I^ 
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"Oh, but this is stränge. Stay, what made tiiee a 
Margaret Brandt was dead?" 

"I was with G-erard when a letter came firom Marge 
Van Eyck. The letter told hun she he loved was dead ai 
buried. Let me sit down, for my strength falls me. foo 
playl Foulplay!" 

"Father," saidJorian, "IthankHeavenfor sendingtlx 
tome. Ay, sit ye down; ye do look like a ghost; je h 
oyermuch to be streng. My mind misgiyes me ; methinb 
hold the clue to this riddle, and, ifido, there be two kzura 
in this town whose heads I would fain batter to pieces as Ici 
this mould;" and he clenehed his teeth and raised his 1(bi| 
spade above his head, and brought it fdriously down upontt 
heap several times. "Foul play? You never said a trK 
Word r your life ; and, if you know where Gerard is now. Im 
notime, but show him the trap they have laid for him. Ms 
is but a dull head, but whiles the slow hound puzzles out ie 
scent — go to. And I do think you and I ha* got hold of tfc 
ends 0* one stick, and a main foul one.*' 

Jorian then, after some of those useless preliminaries ma 
of his class always deal in, came to the point of his story. Be 
had been employed by the burgomaster of Tergou to repair 
the floor of an upper room in his house, and, when it was 
almost done, Coming suddenly to fetch away his took 
curiosity had been excited by some loud words below , and he 
had lain down on his stomach, and heard the burgomaster 
talking about a letter, which Comelis and Sybrandt were 
minded to convey into the place of one that a certain Hans 
Memling was taking to G-erard : " and it seems their will was 
good, but their stomach was small; so to giye themcourage 
the old man showed them a drawer füll of silver, and if thej 
did the trick they should each put a band in , and have all the 
silver they could hold in*t. Well, father," continued Jorian, 
" I thought not much on*t at the time , except for the bargain 
itself, that kept me awake mostly all night. Think on*t! Next 
moming at peep of day who should I see but my masters Cor- 
nelis and Sybrandt come out of their house each with ablack 
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eye. *0h^,' says I, *what yonHans hath put his mark on 
je; well now I hope that is all you haye got for your pains/ 
Didn't they make for the burgomaster's house? I to my 
hiding-place." 

At this part of Jorian's revelation the monk's nostril di- 
lated, and hie resüess eye showed the suspense he was in. 

*<Well, father/' continued Jorian, '^the borgomaster 
brought them into that same room. He had a letter in his 
band; bat I am no scholar; however, I haye got as many 
eyes in my head as the Pope hath, and I saw the drawer 
opened , and those two knaves put in each a band and draw it 
out fall. And , saints in glory, how they tried to hold more, 
and more, and more o' yon stuff! And Sybrandt, he had 
daubed his band in something sticky, Ithink'twasglue, and 
he made shiffe to carry one or two pieces away a-sücking to the 
back of his band, he! he! he! 'Tis a sin to laugh. So you 
see luck was on the wrong side as usual; they had done the 
trick; but how they did it, that, methinks, will never be 
known tili doomsday. Go to , they left their immortal jewels 
in yon drawer. Well, they got a handful of silver for 
them ; the devil had the worst o* yon bargain. There, father, 
that is off mymind; often I longed to teil it someone, buti 
durst not to the women; or Margaret would not have had a 
friend lefk in the world; for those two black-bearted villains 
are the favourites. 'Tis always so. Haye not the old folk 
just taken a braye new shop for them in this yery town, in the 
fioog Straet? There may you see their sign, a gilt sheep 
and a lambkin; a brace of wolyes sucking tiieir dam would 
be nigher the mark. And there the whole family feast this 
day; oh, 'tis a fine world. What, notaword, holyfather; 
you sit there like stone, and have not eyen a curse to bestow 
on them, the stony-hearted miscreants. What, was it not 
enough the poor lad was all alone in a stränge land ; must his 
own flesh and blood go and lie away the one blessing his 
enemies had left bim? And then think of her pining and 
pining all these years, and sitting at the window looking 
adown the street for Gerard! and so constant, so tender, and 

18* 
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trae: my wife says she is eure no woman ever loTed a man 
truer than ehe loves the lad those villains have parted htm 
her: and the day neyer passes but she weeps salt tean for 
him. And, when I thuüc, that, but for those two greedr 
lyingknayes, yon winsome lad, whose life I saved , mightbe 
bj her side this day the happiest he in Holland ; and tk 
sweet lass, that saved my life, might be sitting' with her 
cheek upon her sweetheart's Shoulder, the happiest she ii 
Holland in place of the saddest; oh, I thirst for their blood, 
the nasty, sneaking, lying, cogging, cowardly, hearüess. 
bowelless — how now? ! " 

The monk started wildly up, livid with fury and despair, 
and rushed headlong from the place with both handi 
clenched and raised on high. So terrible was this inaxücahLte 
burst of fury, that Jorian^s puny Ire died out at sig^ht of it, 
and he stood looking dismayed after the human tempest lie 
had launched. 

While thus absorbed he feit bis arm grasped by a smAll, 
tremulous, band. 

It was Margaret Brandt. 

He started : her Coming there just then seemed so strenge. 

She had waited long on Peter's tombstone, but the friar 
did not come. So she went into the church to see if he was 
there still. She could not find him. 

Presently, going up the south aisle , the gigantic shadow 
of a fnar came rapidly along the floor and part of a pillar, 
and seemed to pass tlurough her. She was near screaming: 
but in a moment remembered Jorian*s shadow had come in so 
from the churchyard: and tried to damber out the nearest 
way. She did so, but with some difficulty ; and by that time 
Clement was just disappearing down the street: yet, so ex- 
pressive at times is the body as well as the face , she could see 
he was greatly agitated. Jorian and she looked at one 
another , and at the wild figure of the distant fnar. 

"Well?" Said she to Jorian, trembling. 

« Well ," Said he , " you startled me. How come you hae 
ofallpeople?" 



AKD THE HEABTH. 277 

'<I0 this a time for idle chat? Wbat said he to you? He 
has been speaking to you ; deny it not." 

" Girl, as I stand here, he asked me, whereabout you were 
buied in this churchyard." 

"Ah?" 

" I told him , nowhere , thank Heaven : you were alive and 
saving other folk from the churchyard." 

"WeU?" 

"Well , the long and the short is , he knew thy Gerard in 
Italy : and a letter came, saying you were dead ; and it broke 
thy poor lad*8 heart. Let me see ; who was the letter written 
by? Oh, by the demoiselle Van Eyck. That was Ms way 
of it. But I up and told him nay; *twas neither demoiselle 
nor dame that penned yon lie, but Ghysbrecht Van Swieten, 
and those foul knaves, Comelis and Sybrandt; these changed 
the true letter for one of their own; I told him as howl saw 
the whole yiUainy done , through a chink ; and now, if I have 
not been and told you ! " 

"Oh, cruel! cruel! But he lives. The fear of fears is 
gone. Thank God!" 

"Ay, lass; andasforthineenemies, I have given them a 
dig. For yon fnar is friendly to Gerard, and he is gone to 
Eli'shouse, methinks. For I told him where to find Gerard*s 
enemies and thine, and now but he will give them their lesson. 
If eyer a man was mad with rage , it*8 yon. He tumed black 
and white , and parted like a stone from a sling. Girl , there 
was thunder in bis eye and silence on bis lips. Made me cold 
adid." 

"Oh, Jorian, what have you done?" cried Margaret. 
"Quick! quick! help me thither, for the power is gone all 
outofmybody. You know him not as I do. Oh, if youhad 
Been the blow he gave Ghysbrecht; and heard the firightfiil 
Crash! Come, save him from worse mischief. The water is 
deep enow ; but not bloody yet ; come ! " 

Her accents were so füll of agony that Jorian sprang out 
of the grave and came with her, huddling on bis jerkin as he 
went. 
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But, as they hurried along, he asked her what on eard 
ehe meant? '^I talk of this friar, and 70a answer me d 
aerard." 

"Mau, seeyounot, f^is Gerard !^ 

"This, Gerard? whatmeanye?" 

"I mean, yon friar is my boy*8 father. I have waitedfs 
him long, Jorian. Well, he is come to me at last. A^ 
thank God for it Oh, my poor child! Quicker, Joria 
quicker!" 

" Why, thou art mad as he. Stay! By 8t. Bavon, 7« 
was Gerard's face; 'twas nought like it; yet somehow, 
'twasit. Comeon! comeon! let me see the end of this." 

* * The end ? Ho w many of us will live to see that ? " 

They hurried along in breathless silence, tili they reache^ 
Hoog Straet. 

Then Jorian tried to reassure her. " You are making jonr 
own trouble," said he ; " who says he has gone thither? mm 
likely to the convent to weep and pray, poor soul. Oh, cursed, 
cursed villains ! " 

" Did not you teil him where those villains bide ? ** 

"Ay, that I did." 

"Then quicker, oh Jorian, quicker. I see the hoiue 
Thank God and all the saints , I shall be in time to calm him. 
I know whatril say to him; Heaven forgive me! Poor Ca- 
therine ; *tis of her 1 think : she has been a mother to me." 

The shop was a comer house, with two doors: one in 
the'main street, for customers, and a house-door round the 
comer. 

Margaret and Jorian were now within twenty yards of the 
shop, when they heard a roar inside, like as of some wild 
animal, and the friar burst out, white and raging, and went 
tearing down the street. 

Margaret screamed , and sank f ainting on Jorian's arm. 

Jorian shouted after him, "Stay, madman, know tii/ 
friends." 

But he was deaf, and went headlong, shaking his clenched 
fistshigh, high in Üie air. 
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''Help me in, good Jorian," moaned Margaret, tuming 
suddenly calm. ''Letmeknowthe worst; and die." 

He supported her trembling limbs into the house. 

Itseemeduimatarally still; notasoond. 

Jorian's own heart beat fast. 

A door was before him, unlatched. He poshed it softly 
with bis left band, and Margaret and be stood on the thres- 
hold. 

Wbat ihey saw ibere you sball soon know. 



CHAPTEK XXXVIII. 

It was supper-time. Eli*8 family were coUected round the 
board; Margaret onlywas missing. To Catherine's surprise 
Eli Said he woold wait a bit for her. 

" Why, I told her you would not wait for the duke." 

'' She is not tibe duke : she is a poor , good lass , tibat hath 
waited not minutes, but years, for a graceless son ofmine. 
You can put the meat on tibe board all tibe same; then we 
can faU to, without farther loss o' time, when she does 
come." 

The Smoking dishes smelt so savoury that Eli gave way. 
"She will come if we begin," said he; "they always do. 
Come, Sit ye down, Mistress Joan; y'are not here for a 
slave , I trow , but a guest There, I hear a quick step — off 
Covers, and fall to.*' 

The Covers were withdrawn, and the knive« brandished. 
Then burst into the room, not tibe ezpected Margaret, but a 
Dominicanfriar, livid with rage. 

He was at the table in a moment , in front of Comelis and 
Sybrandt, threw bis tall body over the narrow table, and, 
with two hands bovering above their shrinking heads, like 
eagles over a quarry, he cursed tibem by name, soul and body, 
in this World and the next. It was an age eloquent in curses : 
and this curse was so fall , so minute , so blighting, blasting, 
wi&exing, and tremendous, that I am afraid to put all the 
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words on paper. '* Cursed be the Ups ,** he shri^ed , '< wind 
spoke the lie that Margaret was dead; may Hiey rot häan 
the grave, and kiss white-hot iron in hell thereafter ; dodih 
cursed be the hands that changed those letters, aiMl betiiej 
Struck off hy the hangman*s knife, and handle hellere £ir 
ever; thrice accursed be the cruel hearts that did coneem 
that damned lie, to part true love for ever; maj tkiey sicka 
and wither on earthjojless, loveless, hopeless; and withero 
dust before their time ; and bum in etemal fire." He cuneÄ 
the meat at their mouths, and every atom of their bodies, 
£rom their hair to the soles of their feet. Then taming firoo 
the cowering, shuddering pair, who had almost faid theis- 
selves beneath the table, he tore a letter out of his bosom. 
and flung it down before his f ather. 

"Beadtibat, thou hard old man, that didst imprison tbj 
son, read, and see what monsters thou hast broughtinto the 
World. The memory of my wrongs, and hers, dweU with joc 
all for ever ! I will meet you again at the judgment day ; oo 
earth ye will never see me more." 

And in a moment, as he had come, so he was gone, 
leaving them stiff , andcold, and white asstatues, round tk 
Smoking board. 

And this was the sight that greeted Margarets eyes and 
Jorian*8 — pale figures of men and women petrified ajQonnd 
theuntastedfood, as Eastem poets feigned. 

Margaret glanced her eye round, and gasped out, "Oh, 
joy! allhere; np blood hath been shed. Oh, you cruel, cruel 
men ! I thank God he hath not slain you." 

At sight of her Catherine gave an eloquent scream; theo 
tumed her head away. But Eli, who had just cast his eye 
oyer the false letter, and begun to understand it all, seeing 
the other victim come in at that very moment with her wrongs 
reflected in her sweet, pale face, started to his feet in a 
transport of rage , and shouted , " Stand clear , and let me get 
at the traitors. 1*11 hang for them." And in a moment he 
whipped out his short sword, and feil upon them. 
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"Fly!" screamed Margaret. "FI7!" 
rrhey slipped howling under the table, and crawled out 
Üie other aide. 

ßut, ere they could get to the door, the furious old man 
ran round and intercepted them. Catherine only screamed 
and TVTungherhands; your notables are generally useless at 
euch a time; and blood would certainly have flowed, but 
Margaret and Jorian seized the fiery old man*s arms, and 
held them with all their might, whilst the pair got clear of the 
iLOuse; then they let him go; and he went vainly raging 
affcer tihem out into the street. 

They were a furlong off, running like hares. 
He hacked down the board on which their names were 
written, and brought it in doors, and flung it into thechimney- 
place. 

Catherine was sitting rocking herseif with her apron over 
her head. Joan had run to her husband. Margaret had her 
arms round Catherine's neck; and, pale and pauting, was 
yet making efforts to comfort her. 

But it was not to be done. "0 my poor children!" she 
cried. "0 miserable mother! *Tis a mercy Kate was iU 
upstairs. There, I have lived to thank God for that!" she 
cried , with a fresh burst of sobs. " It would have killed her. 
He had better have stayed in Italy , as come home to curse his 
own flesh and blood, and set us all by the ears." 

"Oh, hold your Chat, woman,'* cried Eli, angrily; "you 
are still on the side of the ill-doer. You are cheap served; 
your weakness made the rogues what they are; I was for 
correcting them in their youth: for sore ills, sharp remedies; 
but you still sided with their fauits, and undermined me , and 
baffled wise severity. And you, Margaret, leave comforting 
^ her that ought rather to comfort you; for what is her hurt to 
yours? But she never had a grain of justice under her skin ; 
and never will. So come thou to me ; that am thy father 
from this hour." ** 

This was a command ] so she kissed Catherine , and went 
tottering to him, and he put her on a chair beside him, and 
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ehe laid her feeble head on his honest breast: bat not atesr: 
it was too deep for tibat. 

"Poor lamb,'* said he. After awhile — "Come, good 
folks/' said tme Eli, inabroken voice, toJorian andJoao. 
" we are in a little trouble, as 70a see; bat that is no reasos 
70U should starve. For our Lady's sake, fall to; and add 
not to my grief the reputation of a churl. What the dickensf 
added he , with a sudden ghastly attempt at stoutheaitedneu, 
*' the more knaves I have the lack to get shut of , the more mj 
need of true men and women, to help me clear the dish, and 
cheer mine eye with honest faces about me where eise were 
gaps. Fall to, I do entreat je,*' 

Catherine, sobbing, backed his request. Poor, simplei 
antique, hospitable sools ! Jorian, whose appetite, especiaUjr 
since his illness , was very keen, was for acting on this hospit- 
able invitation ; bat Joan whispered a word in his ear , and he 
instantly drew back. "Nay, TU toach no meat that holy 
Church hath corsed." 

'^ In sooth , I forgot ,*' said £11 , apologetically. <* My son, 
who was reared at my table , hath cursed my Tictoals. That 
seems stränge. Well , what God wills , man must bow to.*' 

The supper was flung out into the yard. 

Jorian took his wife home, and heayy sadness reigned in 
£li*s house that night. 

Meantime, where was Clement? 

Lying at füll length upon the floor of the convent church, 
with his ups upon the lowest step of the altar, in an indescrib- 
able State ofterror, misery, penitence, and self-abasement: 
through all which struggled gleams of joy tiiat Margaret was 
alive. 

Night feil and found him lying there weeping, and 
praying: andmoming would have found him there too; bat 
he suddenly remembered that, absorbed in his own wrongs 
and Margaretes, he had committed another sin besides in- 
temperate rage. He had neglected a dying man. 

He rose instantly, groaning at his accumulated wicked- 
ness, and set out to repair the Omission. The weather had 
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changed; it was raining hard , and, when hegot clear of the 
town, he heard the wolves baying; they were on the foot. 
Bat Clement was himself again, or nearly; he thought little 
of danger or discomfort, having a shameM Omission of re- 
ligious duty to repair: he went stoutly forward through rain 
and darkness. 

And, as he went, he often beat his breast, and cried, '^ Mea 
Culpa! Mea Culpa!" 

CHAPTEK XXXIX. 

What that sensitive mind, and tender conscience, and 
loving heart, and religious soul, went through even in a few 
hours, imder a Situation so sudden and tremendous, is perhaps 
beyond the power of words to point. 

Fancy yourself tibe man; and then put yourself in his 
place ! 

Were I to write a yolume on it, we should have to come to 
that at last 

I shall relate his next two overt acts. They indicate his 
State of mind after the first fierce tempest of the soul had 
Bubsided. 

After spending the night with the dying hermit in giving 
and receiving holy consolations , he set out not for Rotterdam, 
bat for Tergou. He went there to confront his fatal enemy 
the burgomaster, and, by means ofthat parchment, whose 
history by-the-by was itself a romance, to make him dis- 
gorge ; and give Margaret her own. 

Heated and dusiy , he stopped at the fountain, and there 
began to eat his black bread aud drink of the water. But in 
the middle of his frugal meal a female servant came running, 
and begged him to come and shriye her dying master. He 
retumed the bread to his wallet, and followed her without a 
Word. 

She took him — to the Stadthouse. 

He drew back with a little shudder when he saw her 
goin. 
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Bat he almost instantly recovered himself, and fbllowefi 
her into the house, and up the stairs. And there in bed. 
propped up by pillows, \slj his deadlyenemy, lookin^ alreadr 
like a cprpse. 

Clement eyed him amoment from the door, and thoo^ 
ofall — thetower, thewood, the letter. Then he saidina 
low voice, "Fax vobiscnm!*' He trembled a little whüe fae 
Said it. 

The sick man welcomed him as eagerly as hiB ^reak state 
pennitted. '^ Thank Heaven, thou art come in time to absoh^ 
me from my eins, father, and prayformysoul, thou andthj 
brethren." 

^^My Bon ," Said Clement, '^before absolution cometh con- 
fession. In which act there must be no reservation , as theo 
valuest thy sours weal. Bethink thee, therefore, wherein 
thou hast most offended God and the Church, while I offer up 
a prayer for wisdom to direet thee." 

Clement then kneeled and prayed; and, when he rose 
from his knees, he said to Ghysbrecht, with apparent cahn- 
ness , ^'My son , confess thy sins." 

"Ah, father,*' said the sick man, "they are many and 
great." 

" Great then be thy penitence , my son ; so shalt thou find 
God's mercy great." 

Ghysbrecht put his hands together , and began to confess 
with every appearance of contrition. 

He owned he had eaten meat in mid-Lent. He had often 
absented himself from mass on the Lord's day, and saints' 
days : and had trifled with other religious observances , which 
he enumerated with scrupulous fidelity. 

When he had done, the friar said, quietly, " "Tis well, my 
son. These be faults. Now to thy crimes. Thou hadst 
done better to begin with them." 

"Why, father, what crimes lie to my accountifthesebe 
none?" 

"Am I confessing to thee , or thou to me ? " said Clement, 
somewhat severely. 
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"Porgive me, father! Why, surely, I to 70U. But I 
know not what you call crimes." 

"The seven deadly sin», art thou clear of them?" 

"Heaven forfend I should be guilty of them. I know 
them not by name." 

"Many do them all that cannot name them. Begin with 
that one which leads to lying, theft, and murder." 

" I am quit of that one any way. How call you it ? " 

" AvABicB, my son." 

"Avance? Oh, as to that, I have beenasaving man all 
my day; but I have kept a good table, and not altogether 
forgotten the poor. But, alas, I am a great sinner. Mayhap 
the next will catch me. What is the next ? * ' 

" We have not yet done with this one. Bethink thee , the 
ChuTch is not to be trifled with." 

"Alas! am I in a condition to tnfle with her now? 
Avance? Avarice?" 

He looked puzzled and innocent. 

"Hast thou ever robbed the fatherless?*' inquired the 
Mar. 

"Me? robbed the fatherless?" gaspedGhysbrecht; "not 
thatimind.*' 

"Once more, my son, I am forced to teil thee thou art 
trifling with the Church. Miserable man! another evasion, 
and I leave thee, and fiends will straightway gather round 
thy bed, and tear thee down to the bottomless pit." 

"Oh, leave me not! leave me not!" shrieked the ternfied 
old man. "The Church knows all. I must have robbed the 
fatherless. I will confess. Who shall I begin with? My 
memory for names is shaken." 

The defence was skilfiil, but in this case failed. 

"Hast thou forgotten Floris Brandt?" said Clement, 
Btonily. 

The sick man reared himself in bed in a pitiable state of 
terror. 

" How knew you that? " said he. 

"The Church knows many things," said Clement, coldly, 
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'^ and by many wajs that are dark to thee. Miserable impf 
nitent, you cidled her to your side hoping to deceiYe her. Y^ 
said 'I will not confess to the cur^, but to some friarvii 
knows not my misdeeds. So will I cheat the Chorch on r 
death-bed, and die as I have lived.' Bat Gk>d, IHwa^ r to tlit* 
than thou art to thyself, sent to thee one whom thou cooldc 
not deceiye. He has tried thee; he was patient with th««. 
and wamed thee not to trifle witii holy Church; bat allisi: 
vain; thou canst not confess; for thou art impenitent as i 
stone. Die, then, as thou hast lived. Methinks I see tb 
fiends crowding round the bed for their prey. The y wah bc 
for me to go. And I go." 

Hetumed bis back; but Ghysbrecht, in extremi ty öfter- 
ror, caughthimbythefrock. "Oh, holy man, mercy! staj. 
I will confess all, all. I robbed my Mend Floris. Al&s. 
would it had ended there ; for he lost little by me ; bat I kep: 
the land from Peter his son, and £rom Margaret, Petert 
daughter. Yet I was always going to give it back; butl 
could*t, Icouldn't." 

"Avance, my son, avarice. Happy for thee 'tis nottoo 
late*" 

" No. I will leave it her by will. She will not have long 
to wait for it now : not above a month or two at farthest." 

"For which month's possession thou wouldst damn thj 
soul for ever. Thou fool ! " 

The sick man groaned, and prayed the friar to be reason- 
able. The friar firmly, but gently and persuasively, per- 
sisted, and with infinite patience detached the dying man's 
gripe from another's property. There were times when his 
patience was tried, and he was on thepoint of thrustingliis 
hand into his bosom and producing the deed, which he had 
brought for that purpose; but after yesterday's outbreak he 
was on his guard against choler; and, to conclude, he cod- 
quered his impatience ; he conquered a personal repngnance 
to the man so strong as to make his own flesh creep all the 
time he was struggling with this miser for his soul: and at 
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last, without a word about the deed, he won upon him to 
make fall and prompt restitation. 

How the restitation was made will be briefl j related eise- 
where : alBO certam corions effects prodneed upon Ghysbrecht 
hj it; and when and on what terms Ghysbrecht and Clement 
parted. 

I promised to relate two acta of the latter, indicatiye of his 
mind. 

This is one. The other is told in two words. 

As soon as he was qoite snre Margaret had her own, and 
was a rieh woman — 

He disappeared. 



CHAPTER XL. 

It was the day after that terrible scene : the little house in 
the Hoog Straet was like a grave, and none more listless and 
dejected than Catherine, so bosj and sprightly by nature. 
A^r dinner, her ejes red with weeping, she went to the 
convent to try and soften Gerard, and lay tibe first stone at 
least of a reconciliation. It was some time before she could 
make the porter understand whom she was seeking. Event- 
nallj she leamed he had left late last night and was not ez- 
pected back. She went sighing with the news to Margaret. 
She found her sitting idle, like one with whom life had lost 
its savonr; she had her hoj clasped so tight in her arms, 
as if he was all she had left, and she feared some one would 
take him too. Catherine begged her to come to the Hoog 
Straet. 

* * What for ? " sighed Margaret. " You cannot but say to 
yourselves, *she is the cause of all.'" 

"Nay, nay," said Catherine, "we are not so ill-hearted, 
and Eli is so fond onyou; you will, maybe, soften him." 

"Oh, if you think I can do any good, TU come," said 
• Margaret, with a weary sigh. 

They foimd Eli and a oarpenter putting up another name 
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in place ofComelis's and Sybrandfs, and what shonldtfaf 
name be bat Margaret Brandt's. 

With all her aSpection for Margaret this went throagb poc 
Catherine like a knife. '' The bane of one is another^s meat' 
Said she. 

'^Can he make me spend the money nnjustly?'* lepM 
Margaret, coldly. 

"You are a good ßoul," said Catherine. " Ay, so best 
sith he is the sfcrongest.** 

The next day Giles dropped in, and Catherine told tk 
story all in favoor of the black sheep, and invited his pityfor 
them, anathematized by their brother, and tomed on the wide 
World by their father. But Giles's prejudices ran the othc 
way ; he heard her out, and told her blnntly the knaves lud 
got off cheap ; they deserved to be hanged at Marg^aret's do(s 
into the bargain, and, dismissing them with contempt, crowefl 
with delight at Üie retom of bis favourite. ''1*11 show him,' 
said he, ''what 'tis to have a brother at court with a hearttt 
serve a friend, and a head to point the way." 

"Blessthee, Giles,** murmured Margaret, softly. 

"Thoawasteverhisstanch friend, dearGiles," saidlittle 
Kate; "but alack I know not what thou canst do for him 
now." 

Giles had left them, and all was sad and silent again, wheo 
a well-dressed man opened the door softly and asked was 
Margaret Brandt here. 

"D'ye hear, lass? You are wanted,*' said Catherine, 
briskly. In her the Gossip was indestructible. 

"Well, mother," said Margaret, listlessly, '* and here I 
am." 

A shuffling of feet was heard at the door, and a coloorless, 
feeble, old man was assisted into the room. It was Ghjs- 
brecht Van Swieten. At sight of him Catherine 49hrieked and 
threw her aprou over her head, and Margaret shuddered 
violently, and tomed her head swiftly away not to see him. 

A feeble voiee issued from the stränge yisitor's lipa, "Gkod 
people, a dying man hath come to ask your forgiveness.*' 
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" Come to look on your work, you mean," said Catherine, 
taking down her apron and bursting out sobbing. "There, 
there, sheisfainting; look to her, £11, quick." 

"Nay," said Margaret, in a feeble voice, "the sight of 
him gaye me a tum, that is all. Prithee let him say his say ; 
and go ; for he is the murtherer of me and mine." 

"Alas," said Ghysbrecht, "I am too feeble to say it 
Standing, and no one biddeth me sit down." 

Eli, who had followed him into the house, interfered here, 
and said half sullenly, half apologetically, *Well, burgo- 
master, 'tis not our wont to leave a visitor standing whiles we 
Bit But, man, man, you have wrought us too much iU." 
And the honest fellow's voice began to shake with anger he 
fought hard to contain, because it was his own house. 

Then Ghysbrecht found an advocate in one who seldom 
spoke in yain in that family. 

It was little Kate. "Father, mother," said she, "my 
datytoyou, but this is not well. Death Squares all accounts. 
Andseeyounotdeathinhisface? Ishall not live long, good 
Mends : and his time is shorter than mine." 

£11 made haste and set a chair for their dying enemy with 
his own hands. Ghysbrecht's attendants put him into it. "Go 
fetch the boxes," said he. They brought in two boxes, and 
then retired, leaving their master alone in the family he had 
80 cruelly injured. 

£Yery eye was now bent on him, except Margaret's. He 
undid the boxes, with unsteady fingers, and brought out of 
one the title-deeds of a property at Tergou. " This land and 
these houses belonged to Floris Brandt, and do belong to thee 
of right, his granddaughter. These I did usurp for a debt 
long since defrayed with interest. These I now restore their 
lightful owner with penitent tears. In this other box are 
three hundred and forty golden angels, being the rent and 
fines I have received from that land more than Floris Brandt's 
debt to me. I have kept compt, still meaning to be just 
one day; but Avarice withheld me. Pray, good people, 
against temptation I I was not bom dishonest : yet you see," 
Jhe CloUter and the Hearth, U, 19 
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"Well, to be Bore," cried Catherine. "And yoa äa 
burgomasterl Hast whipt good störe of thieves in ihj dij. 
Howeyer/' saidshe, on second thoughts, "*tis better laß 
than never. What, Margaret? art deaf? The good mi: 
hath brouglit thee back thme own. Art a rieh woman. Alaek. 
what a mountain o' gold I " 

"Bid him keep land and gold, and give me back mjGir 
rard, thathestolefrommewithhistreason;** said Margaret 
with her head still averted. 

" Alas I " said Ghysbrecht ; " would I could. What I cani 
have done. Is it nought? It oost me a sore stra^gle ; andl 
rose from my last bed to do it myself, lest some mischasce 
sbould come between her and her rights." 

"Old man," said Margaret, "since thou, whose idolü 
pelf, hast done this, God and the saints will, as I hope, fbr- 
give thee. As for me, I am neither saint nor angel, bat ooij 
apoor woman, whose heart thou hast broken. Speaktoliia, 
Kate; for I am like the dead." 

Kate meditated a little while; and then her soft bjIy&j 
voice feil like a soothing melody npon the air. ^'My poor 
sister hath a sorrow that riches cannot heal. Griye her time, 
Ghysbrecht: 'tis not in nature she should forgive thee all 
Her boy is fatherless; and she is neither maid, wife, nor 
widow; and the blow feil bat two days syne, thaf laidbei 
heart a bleeding.'** 

A Single heayy sob from Margaret was the comment to 
these words. 

"Therefore, give her time! And, ere thou diest, she 
will forgive thee all, ay, even to pleasure me, that haplj 
shall not be long behind thee, Ghysbrecht. Meantime, we, 
whose wounds be sore, bat not so deep as hers, do pardon 
thee, apenitent anda dying man; andl, for one, will praj 
for thee from this hour ; go in peace ! " 

Their little oracle had spoken; it was enoagh. £ü eyen 
invited him to break a manchet and drink a stoup of wine to 
give him heart for his joumey. 

Bat Ghysbrecht declined, and said what he had done was 
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a cordial to him. "Man seeth but alittle way before him, 
neighbour. This land I clung so to it was a bed of netües to 
me all the time. 'Tis gone; and I feel bappier and liveüer 
like for the loss on*t." 

He called bis men and they lifted bim into the litter. 
Wben be was gone Catberine gloated over tbe money. 
Sbe bad never seen so mucb togetber, and was abnost angry 
^tb Margaret, for "sitting out tbere like an image.*' And 
she dilated ou tbe advantages of money. 

And sbe teased Margaret tili at last sbe prevailed on ber 
to come and look at it. 

'* Better let ber be, motber," said Kate. "How can sbe 
relisb gold, witb a heart in ber bosom liker lead?" But 
Catberine persisted. 

Tbe result was, Margaret looked down at all ber wealtb, 
witb wondering eyes. Tben suddenly wrang ber bands and 
cried witb piercing anguisb. "Too latbI toolatb!" And 
sbook off ber leaden despondency, only to go into streng 
bysterics over tbe wealtb tbat came too late to be sbared witb 
him sbe loved. 

A little of tbis gold, a portion of tbis land, a year or two 
ago, wben it was as mucb ber own as now; and Gerard would 
bave never left ber side for Italy or any other place. 
Too late! Too late! 



CHAPTEK XLI. 

Not many days affcer tbis came tbe news tbat Margaret 
YanEyck was dead and buried. By a will sbe bad made a 
year before, sbe left all ber property, after ber funeral ex- 
penses und certain presents to Reicbt Heynes, to ber dear 
daughter Margaret Brandt, requesting ber to keep Belebt as 
long as unmarried. By tbis will Margaret inberited a für- 
nished house, and pictures and sketcbes tbat in tbe present 
day would be a fortune : among tbe pictures was one sbe 
valued more tban a galleiy of otbers. It represented "a 

19* 
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Betrothal." The soleixmity of the ceremonj was marked is 
the grave face of the man, and the demure complacencj of 
the woman. She was painted aknost entirely hy Margaret 
Van Eycky but the rest of the picture by Jan. The acco- 
sories were ezquisitely finished, and remain a marvel of skül 
to this day. Margaret Brandt sent word to Beicht to staj ii 
the house tili such time as she could find the heart to put foot 
in it, and miss the face and voice that used to meet her there: 
and to take special care of the picture ''in the little cab- 
boord:** meaning the diptych. 

The next thing was, Luke Petersen came homci and besid 
that Gkrard was a monk. 

He was like to go mad with joy. He came to Margaret 
and Said, 

" Never heed, mistress. If he cannot marry you, I can." 

" You? " Said Margaret " Why, I have seen him." 

"Butheisafriar." 

''He was my husband, and my boy*s father long ere he 
was a friar. And I have seen him. IVe seen him." 

Luke was thoroughly puzzled. "I'll teil you what,** said 
he; "I have got a cousin a lawyer. 1*11 go and ask him 
whether you are married or Single.** 

" Nay, I shall ask my own heart, not a lawyer. So that 
is your regard for me; to go making me the town talk, oh, 
fie!" 

" That is done already without a word from me." 

"But not by such as seek my respect. And if you do it, 
never come nigh me again.*' 

"Ay," said Luke, with a sigh, "you are like a dove to all 
the rest ; but you are a hard-hearted tyrant to me." 

"*Tis your own fault, dearLuke, forwooingme. That 
is what lets me from being as kind to you as I desire, Luke, 
my bonny lad, listen to me. I am rieh now; I can make mj 
friends happy, though not myself. Look roipd the street, 
look round the parish. There is many a que^ in it, fairer 
than 1 twice told, and not spoiled with weeping. Look high ; 
and take your choice. Speak you to the lass herself, and TU 
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Bpeak to the mother; they shall not say thee nay; take my 
Word for't." 

"I see what ye mean," said Luke, tuming very red. 
**But if I can't have your liking, I will none o* your money. 
I was your servant when you were poor as I; and poorer. 
IS^o : if you would liever be a friar's leman than an honest 
inan*8 wife, you are not the woman I took you for; ßo part we 
withouten malice : seek you your comfort on yon road, where 
never a she did find it yet, and, for me, 1*11 live and die a 
bachelor. Gk>od even, mistress." 

**Farewell, dear Luke: and God forgive you for saying 
tliat to me." 

For some days Margaret dreaded, almost as much as she 
desired, the Coming interview with Gerard. She said to 
lierself, "Iwonder not he keeps awayawhile; forsoshould 
I." However, he would hear he was a father: and the desire 
to see their boy would overcome everything. "And," said 
the poor girl to herseif, "if so be that meeting does not kill 
me, 1 feel 1 shall be better after it than I am now." 

But when day after day went by, and he was not heard of, 
a freezing suspicion began to crawl and creep towards her 
mind. What if his absence was inten tional? What if he 
had gone to some cold-blooded monks his fellows, and they 
had told him never to see her more? The convent had ere 
this shown itself as merciless to true lovers as the grave 
itself. 

At this thought the very life seemed to die out of her. 
And now for the first time deep Indignation mingled at 
times with her grief and apprehension. " Can he have ever 
lovcd me? To run from me and his boy without a word! 
Why this poor Luke thinks more of me than he does." 

While her mind was in this State, Giles came roaring, 
" IVe hit the clout ; our Gerard is Vicar of Gouda." 

A very brief sketch of the dwarf s court life will suffice to 
prepare the reader for his own account of this feat. Some 
monthfl before he went to court his intelligence had budded. 



294 THE CLOISTER 

He himflelf dated tiie change from a certain 8th of Jime. 
when, Bwinging by one hand along with the week*8 wadus^ 
on a tight rope in the drjdng groond, someüun^ went czack 
inside his head; and lo! inteUectual powers unchained. Ai 
court his shrewdness and blontness of speech, coupled witk 
bis gigantic voice and bis small statore, made bim a Power: 
witbout tbe last item I fear tbej would bave conducted bimti 
tbat unpopulär gymnaaium, tbe gallows. Tbe yoang JDncbe» 
of Burgundy, and Marie tbe beiress apparent, both petted 
bim, as great ladies bave petted dwarfs in all ages; and tk 
court poet melted butter by tbe aix-foot rule, and poure^ 
enough of it down bis back to stew Goliab in. He ereo 
ampUfied, versified, and enfeebled, certain rough and read; 
sentences dictated by Giles. 

Tbe centipedal proUxity tbat resulted went to Eli by 
letter, tbus entitled, 

**Th6 high «ad pniisant Prinoesi Mari« 

of Bonrgogne her lytel Jantilmftn hys 

compU7iitof7«0oort, and 

pralle of a nutieall lyfe, Tertiflcated, and empapyred 

by me the lytel Jantilman*i right lovynge 

and obteqaioot tenritor,** etc. 

But tbe dwarf reacbed bis climax by a bappy mixture of 
mind and muscle ; tbus: 

Tbe day before a grand court joust be cballenged tbe 
duke*8 giant to a trial of strengtb. Tbis cballeuge made the 
gravest grin, and aroused expectation. 

Giles bad a lofty pole planted ready, and at tbe ap- 
pointed bour went up it like a squirrel, and by strengtb of 
arm made a right angle with bis body, and so remained: 
then slid down so quickly, tbat the high and puissant princess 
squeaked, and hid her face in her hands, not to see tbe 
demise of her pocket-Hercules. 

The giant effected only about ten feet, then looked me- 
fnlly up and ruefully down, and descended, bathed in Per- 
spiration, to argue the matter. 

^^Itwas not the dwarf s greater strengtb, but bis smaUer 
body." 
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The spectators received this ezcose with loud derision. 
There was the fact The dwarf was great at mounting a 
pole: the giant only great at excuses. In short Giles had 
gaaged their intellects : with his own body no doubt. 

"Come," Said he, "an'ye go to that, TU wrestle ye, my 
lad, if so be you will let me blindfold your eyne." 

The giant, smarting under defeat, and thinking he coiüd 
snrely recover it by this means, readiiy consented. 

"Madam," saidGiles, "see you yon blind Samson? Ata 
Signal ftom me he shall make me a low obeisance, and un- 
bonnet to me." 

**How may that be, being blinded?" inqoired a maid of 
hononr. 

"Thatismyaffair." 

"I wager on Giles for one,** said the princess. 

When several wagers were laid pro and con, G-iles hit the 
giant in the bread-basket. He went double (Üie obeisance), 
and his bonnet feil off. 

The Company yelled with delight at this delicate stroke of 
wit, and Giles took to his heels. The giant followed as soon 
as he could recover his breath and tear off his bandage. But 
it was too late; Giles had prepared a little döor in the wall, 
through which he could pass, but not a giant, and had 
eolonred it so artfully it looked like wall; this door he tore 
open, and went headlong through, leaving no vestige but this 
posy, written very large upon the reverse of his trick door: 

long limto, Un I^oHh, toantinff \xAty 
B; tx>tt «mo fxAsit ifi htt ata^ hit^ 

After this Giles became a Force. 

He shall now speak for himself . 

Finding Margaret unable to believe the good news, and 
sceptical as to the affairs of holy Church being administered 
by dwarfs, he narrated as follows : 

**When the princess sent for me to her bedroom as of 
custom, to keep her out of languor, I came not mirthful nor 
^ of country dicts, as is my wont, but dull as lead. 
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"*Why what aileth thee?* quo' she. *Art sick?' 'A: 
heart/ quo* I. 'Alas, he Ib in love,* quo* she. Wherei: 
five brazen hussies, which thej caU them maids of honoc 
did giggle loud. *Not so mad as that,* saidl, ^seeingwlii: 
I see at court of women folk.* 

**^There, ladies,* quo* the princess, 'best let him t ht 
*Ti8 a liberal manuikin, and stUl giveth more than he taketi 
of saucy words.* 

" *In all sadness,' quo' she, * what is the matter?' 

<*I told her I was meditating, and what perplexed me wu, 
that other folk could now and then keep their word, bc 
princes never. 

"'Heydaj,* says she, 'thy shaffcs fly high this mont' I 
told her, *Ay, for they hit the Truth.* 

** She Said I was as keen as keen ; but it became not me t9 
put riddles to her, nor her to answer them. 'Stand aloof i 
bit, mesdames,* said she, 'and thou speak withonten fear; 
for she saw I was in sad eamest. 

''I began to quake a bit; for mind ye, she can dofffre^ 
dom and don dignity quicker than she can slip out of her 
dressing-gown into lurtle of state. But I made my voice m 
soft as honey ; (wherefore smilest?) and I said , ''Madam, one 
evening, a matter of üve years agone, as ye sat with yoiir 
mother, the Ck>untess of Charolois, who is now in heareo, 
worse luck, you wi* your lute, and she wi' her tapestry, w 
the like ; do ye mind there came in to ye a fair youth — with 
a letter from a painter body , one Margaret Van £yck ? ** 

" She said she thought she did. ' Was it not a tall yontii, 
ezceeding comely?' 

"*Ay, madam,' saidl; 'hewasmybrother.' 

" 'Your brother?' said she, and did eye me like all oyer. 
(What dost smileat?) 

"So I told her all that passed between her and G^erard, 
and how sbe was for giving him a bishopric; but the good 
countesssaid, 'Gently, Marie! Heistooyoung;* and with 1 
Üiat they did both promise him a living. 'Yet,' saidl, *he ' 
hath been a priest a long while, and no Hving. Hence mybile.' 
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" 'Alas ! ' Said she , * 'tis not by my good will. Por all this 
thou hast Said is sooüi; andmore, 1 doremember, my dear 
mother said to me , '^ See thou to it if 1 be not here." So then 
ßhe cried out *Ay, dear mother, no word of thine shallever 
fall to the ground.* 

*'I seeing her so ripe, said quickly, * Madam, theVicar 
of Gouda died last week.' (For when ye seek favours of the 
great, behoves ye know the very thing ye aim at.) 

" 'Then thy brother is vicarof Gouda,* quo' she, Uosure 
as I am heiress of Burgundy and the Netherlands. Nay, 
thank me not, goodGües,* quo* she; *but mygood mother. 
And I do thank thee for giving of me somewhat to do for her 
memory.' And doesn't she fall a-weeping for her mother? 
and doesn't that set me off a snivelling for my good brother 
that I love so dear, and to think that a poor little elf like me 
could yet speak in the ear of princes , and make my beautiful 
brother vicar ofGouda; eh, lass, it is abonny place, anda 
bonny mause, and hawthom in every bush at spring-tide, 
and dog-roses and eglantine in every summer hedge. 1 know 
what the poor fool affects , leave that to me." 

The dwarf began his nsrrative strutting to and fro before 
Margaret; but he ended it in her arms. For she could not 
contain herseif , butcaughthim, and embraeed him warmly. 
<*0h, Giles," she said, blushlng, and kissinghim, "Ican- 
not keep my hands off thee , thy body it is so little, and thy 
heart so great. Thou art his true friend. Bless thee ! bless 
thee ! bless thee ! Now we shall see him again. We have not 
set eyes on him since that terrible day." 

^'Gramercy, but that is stränge," said Giles. '^Maybe 
he is ashamed of having cursed those twovagabones, being 
our own flesh and blood , worse luck." 

'< Think you that iswhy he hides? " said Margaret, eagerly. 
" Ay , if he is hiding at all. However , I'll cry him by beU- 
man." 

*' Nay , that might much offend him." 
"What care I? Is Gt>uda to go yicarless , and the mause 
ianetües?" 
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And, toMargareffl Beeret satisfaction, Giles had the nev 
vicar cried in Rotterdam, and the neighbouring towns. He 
easily persuaded Margaret that, in a day or two, Greraid 
would be Bure to hear, and come to lus benefice. Sh€ 
wentto look at hiB manse, and thought how comfortabl« 
it might be made for him, and how dearly Bhe should lore to 
do it. 

But the dajB roUed on, and G^rard came neither to Rot- 
terdam nor Gouda. GileB was mortified, Margaret indignant 
and yerj wretched. She Baid to herself, '^ Thinking me deai 
hecomeBhome, andnow, because lamalive, he g^oes back 
to Italy ; for that is where he haa gone." 

Joan advised her to consiüt the hermit of Gouda. 

" Why Bure he iß dead by thiB time." 

'^Yon oue, belike. But the caye is never lon^ yoKi; 
Gouda ne*er wants a hermit." 

But Margaret declined to go again to Gouda on such an 
errand. '^ What can he know, shut up in a caye? lese than 
I , belike. Gerard hath gone back t' Italy. He hates me for 
not being dead." 

Presently aTergoyian came in with a word from Catherine 
that Ghysbrecht Vau Swieten had seen Gerard later than anj 
one eise. On this Margaret determined to go and see the 
house and goods that had been left her, and take Beicht 
Heynes home to Rotterdam. And, asmaybesupposed, her 
Steps took her first to Ghysbrecht's house. She found him in 
his garden, seated in a chair with wheels. He greeted her 
with a feebie yoice, but cordially; and when she asked him 
whether it was true he had seen G^rard since the fifth of 
August, he replied, ^' Gerard, nomore, but Friar -Clement 
Ay,lsawhim; and blessed be the day he entered my house." 

He then related in his own words his interyiew with Cle- 
ment. He told her moreoyer that the friar had afterwards 
acknowledged he came to Tergou with the missing deed in 
bis bosom on purpose to make him disgorge her land; bot 
that finding him disposed towards penitence , he had gone to 
work the other way. ^ 
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'^Was not thifl a saint; who came to right thee ; bntmust 
Aeeds save his enemy's soul in the doing it?" 

To her question , wLether he had recognized him, he said, 
"I ne'er sospected such a thing. 'Twas only when he had 
been three dajs with me that he revealed himself. Listen 
while I speak my shame and his praise. 

^4 said to him, < The land is gone home, and mj stomach 
feels lighter; but there is ipiother fault that clingeth to me 
still ; ' then told 1 him of the letter I had writ at request of his 
brethren, I whose place it was to check them. Said I, ^Yon 
letter was writ to part tme lovers, and, the devil aiding, it 
hath done the foul work. Land and houses I can give back; 
butyonmischiefisdoneforeyer.' *Nay,* quothhe, *notfor 
erer; butforlife. Bepent it then while thou livest.* 'Ishall,* 
said 1, ^but how can God forgive it? I would not,' said I, 
*werelHe.' 

" * Yet will He certainly forgive it,* quoth he; *for He is 
ten times more forgiving tiian I am; and I forgive thee.' I 
stared at him; and then he said sofüj, but quavering like, 
^Ghysbrecht, look atme closer. I am Gerard the son of £li.' 
And I looked, and looked, and at last, lo! it was Gerard. 
Verily I had fallen at his feet with shame and contrition; but 
he would not suffer me. *That became not mine years and 
his, for a particular fault. I say not I forgive thee without a 
struggle ,' said he , 'not being a saint. But these three days, 
thou hast speut in penitence, I have wom under thy roof 
in prayer: and 1 do forgive thee.' Those were his very 
words." 

Margaret's tears began to flow; for it was in a broken and 
eontrite voice the old man told her this unezpected trait in her 
Gerard. He continued, "And even with that he bade me 
farewell. 

**' 'My work here is done now,' said he. I had not the 
heart to stay him; for, let him forgive me over so, the sight 
of me must be wormwood to him. He left me in peace, and 
may a dying man's blessing wait on him, go where he will. 
Oh, girl, when Ithinkof his wrongs, andthine, and how he 
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hath avenged himself by Baying this stained soul ofmine ^ 
heart is broken with remorse, and these old ejea shed H 
by night and day.** 

"Ghysbrecht," said Margaret, weeping, **8ince 
hath forgiven thee , I forgive thee too : what is done, is dfli 
and thou hast let me know this day that which I had wall 
the World to hear. Butoh, burgomaster, thouartannnd 
Standing mau, nowhelpapoorwoman, which hath forgin 
thee her misery." 

She then told him all that had befallen; '^And,** said &, 
" they will not keep the living for him for ever. He bids in 
to lose that, as weU as break all onr hearts." 

"Call my servant," cried the burgomaster, with sudda 
vigour. 

He sent him for a table and writing materials, and di^ 
tated letters to the burgomasters in all the principal townsii 
Holland, and one to a Prussian authority, his friend. fii 
Clerk, and Margaret, wrote them, and he signed thea 
" There ," said he , " the matter shall be despatched througb 
out Holland by trusty couriers ; and as far asBasle in Switze 
land ; and fear not, but we will soon have the vicar of Groudi 
to his yillage." 

She went home animated with fresh hopes, and accusing 
herseif of ingratitude to Gerard. " I value my wealth now,' 
said she. 

She also made a resolution never to blame his condnct, 
tili she should hear ^m his own lips his reasons. 

Not long after her retum from Tergou, a fresh disaster 
befeil. Catherine, I must premise, had secret interviewt 
wrth the black sheep, the very day after they were ezpelled; 
and Comelis foUowed her to Tergou, and lived there on 
secret contributions; but Sybrandt chose to remain in Botter- 
dam. £re Catherine leffc , she asked Margaret to lend her two 
gold angels; "For," said she, "all mine are spent." Mu- 
garet was delighted to lend them or give them ; but the words 
were scarce out of her mouth, ere she caught a look of regret 
and distress on Rate's face; and she saw (Srectiy whitherher 
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money was going. Shegave Catherine themoney, andwent 
and ghut herseif up with her boy. Now this money was to last 
Sybrandt tili bis mother could make some good excuse for 
visiting Rotterdam again; and then she would bring the idle 
dog some of her own industrioos scrapings. 

Bat Sybrandt, having gold in bis pocket, thought it in- 
exhaustible; and, being now under no shadow of restraint, 
lad the life of a complete sot; until one aftemoon, in a 
drunken frolic, he climbed on the roof of the stable at the inn 
he was carousing in , and proceeded to walk along it, a feat 
he had performed many times when sober. But now bis un- 
steady brain made bis legs nnsteady , and he rolled down the 
roof and feil with a loud thwack on to a horizontal paling, 
where he bong a moment in a semicircle: then toppledover 
and lay silent on the ground, amidst roars of laughter from 
his boon companions. 

When they came to pick bim up he could not stand; but 
feil down giggling at each attempt. 

On this tiiey went staggering and roaring down the street 
with him , and carried bim at great risk of another fall , to the 
Shop in the Hoog Straet For he had babbled his own shame 
all OTer the place. 

As soon as he saw Margaret he hiccupped out, <*Here is 
the doctor that eures all hurts; a bonny lass.'* He also bade 
her obseire he bore her no malice, for he was paying her a 
Visit, sore against his will. '* Wherefore , prithee send away 
these drunkards; and let you and me have t'other glass, to 
drown all unkindness." 

All this time Margaret was pale and red by tums at sight 
of her enemy and at his insolence. But one of the men 
whispercd what had happened, and a streaky something in 
Sybrandfs face arrested her attention. 

"And he cannot stand up, say you? " 

"Acouldn't just now. Try, comradel Beamannow!" 

"I am a better man than thou," roared Sybrandt. "l'll 
Btand up and fight ye all for a crown." 

He started to his feet, and instantly rolled into his at- 
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tendant*8 anns with a piteons groan. He then beg^n to com 
his boon companions, and declare they had stolen awajiis 
legs. ' ' He could feel nothing below the waist." 

'^Alas, poor wretch,*' said Margaret. She tamed tqj 
gravelytoüiemen, andsaid, "Leavehimhere. And ifj« 
have brought him to this, go on your knees; fbr you hm 
spoiled him for lifo. He will never walk again: hia backk 
broken. " 

The dranken man caught these words, and the foolishloc^ 
of intoxication fled , and a glare of angoish took its place. 
"Thecurße," hegroaned; "thecursel" 

Margaret and Beicht HejneB cairied him carefiilly, xd 
laid him on the softest bed. 

"I must do Mhe would do," whiapered Margaret. "He 
was kind to Ghysbrecht." 

Her opinion was verified. Sybrandt's spine was fatall; 
injured; and he lay groaning, andhelpless, fedandtendei 
by her he had so deeply injured. 

The news was sent to Tergou ; and Catherine came over. 

It was a terrible blow to her. Moreover she accused her- 
seif as the cause. "Oh, false wife, oh, weak mother," sbe 
cried. "I am rightly punished for my treason to my poor 
EH." 

She sat for hours at a time by his bedside , rocking* hersdf 
in silence; and was never quite herseif again; and the fiist 
grey hairs began to come in her poor head from that hour. 

As for Sybrandt, all his cry was now for G-erard. He 
used to whine to Margaret like a suffenng hound, '^Oh, sweet 
Margaret, oh, bonny Margaret, for our Lady 's sake find 
Gerard , and bid him take his curse off me. Thou art gentle, 
thou art good; thou wilt entreat for me, and he willrefose 
thee nought." Catherine shared his belief that G^rard conld 
eure him, and joined her entreaties to his. Margaret hardij 
needed this. The burgomaster and his agents having faiied, 
she employed her own, and spent money like water. And 
among these agents poor Luke enrolled himself. She met 
him one day looking very thin, and spoke to him compas- 
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sionately. On this he began to blubber, and say he was more 
miserable than ever; he woiüd like to be good friends again 
upon almost any terms. 

"Dearheart," said Margaret, sorrowfally, "whycanyou 
not say to yourself, now I am her little brother, and she is my 
old , married sister, wom down with care? Say so , and I will 
indiüge thee, and pet thee, and make thee happier than a 
prince." 

* * Well , / will , " Said Luke , savagely , * * sooner than keep 
away from you altogether. But above all give me something 
to do. Perchance I may have better luck this time." 

** Get me my marriage lines /* said Margaret, tuming sad 
and gloomy in a moment. 

*'That is as much as to say, get me Mm! forwherethey 
are, heis." 

" Not so. He may refuse to come nigh me ; but certes he 
will not deny a poor woman, who loved him once, her lines of 
betrothal. How can she go without them into any honest 
man'shouse?" 

"111 get them you iPthey are in Holland," said Luke. 

" They are as like to be in Eome," replied Margaret. 

"Let US begin with Holland," observed Luke, prudently. 

The slave of love was famished with money by his soft 
tyrant, and wandered hither and thither, coopering, and 
carpentering, and looking for Gerard. "1 can*t be worse if I 
find the vagabone," said he, " and I may be a hantle better." 

The months roUed on, and Sybrandt improved in spirit, 
but not in body; he was Margaretes pensioner for life; and a 
long-ezpected sorrow feil upon poor Catherine , and left her 
still more bowed down; and she lost her fine hearty bustling 
way, and never went about the house singingnow; and her 
nerves were shaken, and she lived in dread of someterrible 
misfortune falling on ComeliB. The curse was laid on him as 
well as Sybrandt. 

She prayed Eli, if she had been a faithful partner all these 
years, to takeComelis into his house again; and let her live 
awhile at Hotterdam. 



804 THE OLOIBTBB 

**I have good daughters here," said she ; " but Margaiet *p 
so tender, and thoughtfül, and the litüe Gerard, he is my joj; 
he growB liker his f ather everj day , and his prattle cheers my 
heavy heart; and 1 do love children." 

^d £11, sturdj bat kmdly, cousented sorrowfully. 

And the people of Gk>uda petitioned the duke for a vicai. 
a real vicar. *' Ours cometh never nigh us ," said they, "Üls 
six months past: onr children they die unchristened, and cor 
folk unburied, except by some chance comer." Ct-iles'siD- 
fluence baffled this just complaint once ; but a second petitk» 
was prepared, and he gave Margaret litÜe hope that the 
present position could be maintained a Single day. 

So then Margaret went sorrowfnlly to the pretty manse iß 
see it for the last time, ere it should paBs for ever intot 
stranger's hands. 

'^Ithink he woiüdhavebeenhappyhere," she said, and 
tumed heartsick away. 

On their retum, Beicht Heynes proposed to her iiogoad 
consult the hermit. 

"What," said Margaret, '^Joan has been atyou. She 
is the one for hermits. I'll go, if *tis but to show thee they 
know no more than we do." And they went to the cave. 

It was an ezcavation partly natural , partly artificial, in « 
bank of rock overgrown by brambles. There was a rough 
stone door on hinges, andalittle window high up, andtwo 
apertures, through one of which the people announced their 
gifts to the hermit, andputquestionsof aUsortstohim; and, 
when he chose to answer, his yoice came dissonant and 
monstrous out at another small aperture. 

On the face of the rock this line was cut — 

iFtUjC mai in Domino nijw ^h otbt fu0it; 

Margaret observed to her companion that this was new 
since she was here last. 

"Ay," said Reicht, "like enough," and looked up atit 
with awe. Writing even on paper she thought no trifle: bnt 
"onrockl 
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ShewbiBpered, " 'Tis afarholierhermitthanthe last; he 

Qsed to come in the town now and then; but this one ne'er 

shows his face to mortal man." 
«And that is holiness? " 
"Ay, ßure." 

'^ Then what a saint a dormouse moBt be ! " 
" Out, üey mistress. Would ye even a beast to a man ? " 
" Come, Reicht ," said Margaret , " my poor f ather taught 

me overmuch. So I will e*en sit here ; and look at the manse 

once more. Oto thou forward and question thy solitary ; and 

teil me whether ye get nought or nonsense out of him; for 

*twillbeone." 

Ab Keicht drew near the cave, a number of birds flew out 

of it. She gave a litüe scream, and pointed to the cave to 

show Margaret they had come thence. On this Margaret feit 

Bure there was no human beiag in the cave, and gave the 

matter no further attention. She feil into a deep reverie while 

looking at the little manse. 

She was startled from it by Beicht*s band upon her 

Shoulder, and a faint voice, saying, « Let us go home." 

"You got no answer at all, Beicht," said Margaret, 

cahnly. 

"No, Margaret," said Beicht, despondently. And they 

retumed home. 

Perhaps after all Margaret had nourished some faint secret 

hope in her heart, thoughherreasonhadrejectedit; for she 

certainly went home more dejectedly. 

Just as they entered Botterdam, Beicht said, " Stay ! Oh, 

Margaret, I am ill at deceit ; but 'tis death to utter ill news to 

thee; I love thee so dear." 

"Speakout, sweetheart," said Margaret. "Ihavegone 

through so much, 1 am almost past feeling any fresh troubie." 
"Margaret, the hermit did speak to me." 
"What, a hermit there? among all those birds." 
" Ay ; and doth not that show him a holy man?" 
"r God's name, what said he to thee, Beicht?" 
" Alas ! Margaret, X told him thy story, and I prayed him 
The CloUter and tbe Hearth* lU ^ 
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for our Lad7*8 sake, teil me where thy Gerard is. And! 
waited long for an answer, and presenüy a voice came likei 
trampet * Pray for the bouI of Gerard, the son of £11 ! ' " 

"Ah!" 

"Oh, woe is me that I have this totellthee, sweetMsr 
gaxet! bethink thee thou hast thy boy to live for yet." 

" Let me get home/' said Margaret, faintly. 

Passing down the Brede Rirk Straet they saw Joan attLe 
door. 

Reicht said to her , " £h, woman , she has been to yonr hs* 
mit, and heard no good news." 

"Come in," said Joan, eager for a gossip. 

Margaret would not go in. But she sat down disconsolate 
on the lowest step but one of the little extemal staircase tlm 
led into Joan's honse ; and let the other two gossip their fill at 
the top of it. 

"Oh," said Joan, "what yon hermit says is snre to be 
sooth. He is that holy , I am told , that the v ery birds consort 
withhim." 

" What does that prove?" said Margaret, deprecatmgly. 
"I have Seen my Gerard tame the birds in winter tili £ej 
would eat from lus band." 

A look of pity at this parallel passed between the other 
two. But they were both too fond of her to say what they 
thought. Joan proceeded to relate all the marvellous tales 
she had heaxd of this hermifs sanctity. How he never came 
out but a night, and prayed among the wolves, and they neyer 
molested him: and how he bade the peoplenot bring him so 
much food to pamper bis body, but to bring him candles." 

"The candles are to bum before bis saint," whispered 
Beicht, solemnly. 

" Ay, lass ; and to read bis holy books wi*. A neighbour o* 
mine saw bis band come out, and the birds satthereon and 
pecked crumbs. She went for to kiss it; but the holy man 
whippit it away in a trice. They can't abide a woman to 
touch *em, or even look at *em, saints can't." 

"What like was his band, wife ? Did y ou ask her? " 
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* * What is my tongue for , eise ? Why , dear heart , all one 
8 oum ; by the same token a had a thumb and four fingers." 

*' JLook ye there now." 
** But a deal whiter nor youm and mine." 
"Ay,ay." 
*' And main skinny." 
"AIbä." 

** What could ye expect? Why a live upon air, andprayer : 
uad candles." 

* * Ah , well ," continued Joan , " poor thing , I whiles think 
bis best for her to know the worst. And now she hath gotten 
i voice from heaven, or almost as good : and behoves her pray 
'or his soul. One thing she is not so poor as she was; and 
lever feil riches to a better band; and she is only come into 
ler own for that matter: so she can pay the priest to say 
nasses for him, and that is a great comfort.'* 

In the midst of their gossip Margaret , in whose ears it was 
lU buzzing, though she seemed lost in thought , got softly up; 
guad crept away with her eyes on the gronnd, and her brows 
bent. 

^^ She hath forgotten I am with her/' said Beicht Heynes, 
niefuUy. 

She had her gossip out with Joan, and then went home. 

She found Margaret seated cutting out a pelisse of grey 
cloth, and a cape to match. Little Gerard was standing at her 
side, inside her left arm, eyeing the work, and making it more 
difficult by wriggling about, and fingering the arm with whioh 
ehe held the cloth steady; to all which she submitted with im- 
perturbable patience and complacency. Fancy a male work- 
man so entangled, impeded, worriedl 

'*Ot'sthat,mammy?" 

** A pelisse, my pet." 

'*0t'sap'li8se?" 

'^ A great frock. And this is the cape to't." 

<*Ot'8itfor?" 

«* To keep his body fpom the cold; and the cape is for his 

20* 
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Shoulders, or to go over his head like the counby folk. Tu 
for a hermit." 

"Ot'sa'ermit?" 

** A holy man that lives in a cave all hy himself." 

"Indedark?" 

"Ay,while8." 

"Oh." 

In the moming Beicht was sent to the hermit with tbe 
pelisse, and a ponnd of thick candles. 

As she was going out of the door, Margaret said to her, 
" Said you whose son Gerard was?" 

"Nay,notI." 

" Think, gh*l ! How could he call him GTerard y son of £31 
if you had not told him?" 

Beicht persisted she had never mentioned him but as jd^ 
Gerard. But Margaret told her flatly she did not believe her; 
at which Beicht was afi&onted , and went out with a litüe to» 
of the head. Howeyer she determined to question the hermit 
again, and did not doubt he would be more liberal in hü 
communication, when she saw his nice new pelisse and the 
candles. 

She had not been gone long when Giles came in witii ill 
news. The living of Gouda would be kept vacant no longer. 

Margaret was greatly distressed at this. "Oh, Giles," 
said she, "ask for another month. They will give theean- 
other month, maybe." 

Heretumed in anhour to teil her he could not get a month. 
"They have given me a week," said he. "And what is » 
week?" 

* * Drowning bodies catch at strawen ," was her reply . " A 
week? alittle week?" 

Beicht came back £rom her errand out of spirits. Her 
Oracle had declined all fiirther communication. So at least 
its obstinate silence might fairly be interpreted. 

The nezt day Margaret put Beicht in Charge of the shop, 
and disappeared all day. So the nextday; and sothenext 
Kor would she teil any one where she had been« Perhaps 
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she was ashamed. The fact is she spent all those days on 
>ne iittle spot of grouud. When they thought her dreaming 
she was applying to every word that feil from Joan and Beicht 
the whole powers of a far acuter mind than either of them 
poBsessed. 

She went to work on a scale that never occnrred to either 
3f them. She was detennined to see the hermit, and qaestion 
tlim face to face, not through a wall. She found that by mak- 
mg a circoit she could get above the cave, and look down 
without being seen by the solitary. Bat when she came to do 
it she found an impenetrable mass of brambles. After tearing 
tier clothes and her hands and feet, so that she was soon 
3oyered with blood, the resolute, patient girl took out her 
scissors and steadily snipped and cut tili she made a narrow 
path through the enemy. But so slow was the work that she 
had to leaye it half done. The next day she had her scissors 
&esh ground, and brought a sharp knife as well; and gently, 
silently cut her way to the roof of the cave. There she made 
an ambush of some of the cut brambles, so that the passers-by 
[night not see her, and couched with watchful eye tili the 
hermit should come out. She heard him move undemeath 
ber. But he never left his cell. She began to think it was 
brue that he only came out at night. The next day she came 
early , and brought a jerkin she was making for Iittle Gerard, 
Guid there she sat all day working and watching with dogged 
patience. 

At four o'clock the birds began to feed ; and a great many 
3f the smaller kinds came fluttering round the cave , and one 
3r two went in. But most of them taking a preliminary seat 
an the bushes suddenly discovered Margaret, and went off 
vnth an agitated flirt of their Iittle wings. And although 
they sailed about in the air they would not enter the cave. 
Presently, to encourage them, the hermit all unconscious of 
the cause of their tremors put out a thin white band with a few 
crumbs in it. Margaret laid down her work soffcly , and glid- 
ing her body forward like a snake, looked down at it from 
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aboye: it was but a few feet from her. It was as the wona 
described it, a thin, white hand. 

Presently the other hand came out with apiece of bmi 
and the two hands together broke it andscattered the crank 

But that other hand had hardly been out two secondse^ 
thevioleteyes, that were watching above , dilated; andtik 
gentle bosom heaved and the whole frame quivered like ak 
in the wind. 

What her swiffc eye had seen I leave the reader to go^ 
She suppressed the scream that rose to her lips ; bat the effon 
cost her dear. Soon the left hand of the hennit beganto 
Bwim indistinctly before her gloating eyes; and witii a äe^ 
eigh her head drooped, and she lay like a broken lily. 

She was in a deep swoon, to which perhaps her long &st 
to-day, and the agitation andsleeplessnessof manypreced- 
ing days contributed. 

Andtherelaybeauty, intelligence, and constancy; p«J* 
and silent. And little that hermit guessed who was so nes 
him. The little birds hopped on her now; and one nearly 
entangled his little feet in her rieh aubom hair. 

She came back to her troubles. The sun was set She 
was very cold. She cried a little; but I think it was partly 
from the remains of physical weakness. And then she went 
home , praying God and the saints to enlighten her and teach 
her what to do for the best. 

When she gothome she was pale and hysterical, sjidwodd 
say nothing in answer to alltheir questions bat her faYOunte 
Word, " We are wading in deep waters." 



The night seemed to have done wonders for her. 

She came to Catherine who was sitting sighing by the fiie* 
side, and kissed her, and said, "Mother, what would youlikc 
best in the world?" 

"Eh, dear," replied Catherine, despondently, "Iknow 
nought that would make me smile now; I have parted fron 
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too many that were dear to me. Gerard lost again as soon as 
fonnd. Kate in heaven ; and Sybrandt down for life." 

^'Poor mother! Mother dear, Gouda manse is to be fur- 
nished, and cleaned, and made ready all in a hurry. See here 
be ten gold angels. Make them go far, good mother^ for I 
have ta'en over many already from my boy for a set of useless 
loons that were aye going to find him for me." 

Catherine and Reicht stared at her a moment in silence ; 
and then out bnrst a flood of questions, to none of which would 
she give a reply. "Nay," saidshe, " I have lain on my bed, 
andthought, andthought, andthought, whiles you were all 
sieeping ; and methinks I have got the eine to all. I love you, 
dear mother; but I'll trust no woman's tongue. If I fail this 
time, m have none to blame but Margaret Brandt." 

A resolute woman is a very resolute thing. And there was 
a deep dogged determination in Margaretes voice and brow, 
that at once convinced Catherine it would be idle to put any 
more questions at that time. She and Beicht lost themselves 
in conjectures; and Catherine whispered Reicht, "Bide quiet; 
then 'twill leak out;" a shrewd piece of advice founded on 
general Observation. 

Within an hour Catherine was on the road to Gouda in 
a cart with two stout girls to help her, and quite a siege 
artillery of mops, and pails, and brushes. She came back 
with heightened colour and something of the old sparkle in 
her eye, and kissed Margaret with a silent warmth that 
spoke volumes ; and at üve in the moming was off again to 
Gouda. 

That night as Reicht was in her first sleep a band 
gently pressed her Shoulder, and she awoke, and was going 
to scream. 

'^Whisht," Said Margaret, and put her finger to her 
lips. 

She then whispered, "Rise sofüy, don thy habits, and 
come with me ! " 

When she came down, Margaret begged her to loose 
Dragon and bring him along. Now Dragon was a great 
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mastiff , who had guarded Margaret Yan Eyck and 
two lone woman, for some years, and was devotedly attaetr^j 
to the latter. 

Margaret and Reicht went out withDragon walkingnaj;» 
tically behind them. They came back lon^ after mir 
and retired to rest. 

Catherine never knew. 

Margaret read her friends: ehe saw the stnrdj fx&A 
Frisian coold hold her tongue; and Catherine coaldn> 
Tet I am not eure she would have trosted even Beicht, b 
her nerve equalled her spirit: bat with all her daiing td 
resolution, she was a tender , timid woman, a little a£räid« 
the dark, very afraid of being alone in it, and desperatetj 
afraid of wolves. Now Dragon coold kill a wolf in a bn^ 
of shakes; but then Dragon would notgo with her, bntfloh 
with Beicht. So altogether she made one confidante. 

The next night they made another moolight reeoiu^'- 
sance; and, asithink, with some result. For notlhenö^ 
night (it rained that night and extingoished their oonrs^' 
bat the next affcer, they took with tibem a companion; tk 
last in the world Beicht Heynes woald have thoaght of ; J^ 
she gave her warm approvsd as soon as she was told he ^ 
to go with them. 

Imagine how these stealthy assailants trembled m 
panted, when the moment of action came: imagine, if y^^ 
can, the tumult in Margarefs breast, the thrüling hopej 
chasing and chased by, sickening fears; the sträng«) ^ 
parhaps anparalleled mixture of tenderfamiliarity and disteß* 
awe, with which a lovely, and high spirited, but tender adorinj 
woman , wif e in the eye of the Law, and no wife in the eye « 
the Church, trembling, blashing, paling, glowing, shiveringi 
stole at night, noiseless as the dew, upon the hermitßi 
Gouda. 

And the stars above seemed never so bright and cabn. 
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CHAPTER XLII. 

YxB, the hermit of Gouda was the vicar of Gouda, and 
knew it not, so absolute was bis seclusion. 

My reader is aware tbat tbe moment tbe pbrenzy of bis 
passion passed, be was seized witb remorse for bavingbeen 
betrayed into it Bat perbaps only tbose wbo bave risen as 
higb in religions spirit as be bad, and suddenly fallen, can 
realize the terror at bimself tbat took possession of bim. He 
feit like one wbom self-confidence bad betrayed to tbe very 
edge of a precipice. "Ab, good Jerome," he cried, "bow 
mach better yon knew me than I knew myself I How bitter 
yet wholesome was your admonition ! " 

Accustomed to search bis own beart, he saw at once tbat 
the tme cause of bis fury was Margaret. "I love her then 
better than God," said be, despairingly, "better than tbe 
Cbureb. From sucb a love wbat can spring to me, or to ber ? " 
He sbuddered at tbe tbougbt. ' ^ Let tbe strong battle tempta* 
tion ; *tis for tbe weak to flee. And wbo is weaker tban I bave 
sbown myself? Wbat is my penitence, my religion? A 
pack of Cards built by degrees into a fair-seeming structore: 
and, lo! one breatb of eartbly love, and it lies in tbe dust. 
I must begin again : and on a surer foundation." He resolved 
to leave Holland at once , and spend years of bis life in some 
distant convent before retuming to it. By tbat time tbe 
temptations of eartbly passion would be doubly bctffled; an 
older, and a better monk, be sbould be more master of bis 
eartbly afiPections, and Margaret, seeing berself abandoned, 
would marry , and love anotber. Tbe very ai^guisb tbis last 
tbougbt cost bim sbowed tbe self-searcber and self-denier, 
tbat he was on tbe path of religious duty. 

But in leaving her for bis immortal good and hers , be was 
not to neglect her temporal weal. Indeed, the sweet tbougbt 
he could make her comfortable for life, and rieb in tbis 
world's goods, which she was not bound to despise, sustained 
hun in tbe bitter struggle it cost bim to tum bis back on her 
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without one kind word or look. '* Oh , what will she think of 
me? " he groaned. " Shall I not seem to her of all creatazei 
the most heartiess, inhuman? bat so best: ay, better she 
should hate me , miserable that I am. ' Heaven is mercifoL 
and giveth my broken heart this comfort; I can make that 
viUain restore her own , and she shall never lose another tnie 
lover by poverty. Another? Ah me ! ah me ! God and tiie 
saints to mine aid ! " 

How he fared on this errand has been related. Bot first 
as you may perhaps remember, he went at night to siiiiTe 
the hermit of Gouda. He fonnd him dying, and neyer left 
him tili he had closed bis eyes and buried him beneath the 
floor of the little oratory attached to bis cell. It was the 
peacefol end of a stormy life. The hermit had been a soldier, 
and even now carried a steel corselet next bis skin , saying he 
was now Christ's soldier as he had been Satan's. When 
Clement had shriyen him and prayed by him, he , in bis 
tum, Bought counsel of one who was dying in so pious s 
frame. The hermit advised him to be bis successor in this 
peaceful retreat "His had been a hard fight against tiie 
World, theflesh, andthedevil, and he had never thorooghl/ 
baffled them tili he retired into the citadel of Solitade." 

These words and the hermifs pious and peacefol death, 
which speedily followed, and set as it were the seal of im- 
mortal truth on them, made a deep impression upon Clement 
Nor in bis case had they any prejudice to combat; the solitaiy 
recluse was still profoundly revered in the Church, whether 
immured as an anchorite, or anchoress, in some cave or cell 
belonging to a monastery, or hidden in the more sayage bat 
laxer seclusion of the independent hermitage. And Clement 
knew more about the hermits of the Church than most divines 
at bis time of life ; he had read much thereon at the monasteiy 
near Tergou; had devoured their lives with wonder and de- 
light in tiie manuscripts of the Yatican, and conversed ear- 
nestly about them with the mendicant friars of several nations. 
BeforePrinting these friars were the great circulatorsof thoee 
local annals and biographies which accumulated in the omt' 
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vents of every land. Then, his teacher, Jerome, had been 
three years an anchorite on the heights of Camaldoli, where 
for more than four Centimes the Thebaid had been revived; 
and Jerome, cold and curt onmost religious themes, was 
warm with enthusiasm on this one. He had pored over the 
annals of St. John Baptisfs abbey, round about which the 
hermits* caves were scattered, and told him the names of 
many a noble, and many a famous warrior, who had ended 
his days there a hermit, and of many a bishop and archbishop 
who had passed from the see to the hermitage, or from the 
bermitage to the see. Among the former thearchbishop of 
Ravenna ; among the latter Pope Victor the Nmth. He told 
bim too, with grim delight, of their multifarions austerities, 
and how each hermit set himself tofind where he was weakest, 
and attacked himself without mercy or remission tili there, 
even there, he was strengest. And how seven times in the 
twenty-four hours, in thunder, rain, or snow, bydaylight, 
twilight, moonlight or torchlight, the solitaries flocked from 
distant points, over rugged precipitous ways, to worship in 
theconventchurch; atmatins, atprime, tierce, sezte, nones, 
vespers, and complin. He even, under eager questioning, 
described to him the personsof famous anchorites he had sung 
the Psalter and prayed with there; the only intercourse their 
Yows allowed, except with special permission. Moncata, 
Duke of Moncata andCardova, and Hidalgo of Spain, who 
in the flower of his youth had retired thither from the pomps, 
yanities, and pleasures of the world: Father John Baptist of 
Novara, who had led armies to battle, but was now a private 
soldier of Christ; Cornelius, Samuel, and Sylvanus. This 
last, when the greatDuchess de' Medici obtained thePope*s 
leave, hitherto refused, to visit Camaldoli, went down and 
met her at the first wooden cross, and there, surrounded as 
she was with courtiers and flatterers, remonstrated with her 
and persuaded her, and wamed her, not to profane that holy 
mountain, where no woman for so many centuries had placed 
her foot; and she, awed by the place and the man, retreated 
with all her captains, soldiers, courtiers, and pap 
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that one hoary hermit At Basle Clement fonnd fresi 
materials, especially with respect to German and £ngM 
anchorites; and he had even prepared a **Catena £Iemit^ 
nun" from the year of our Lord 250, when Paul of Tbebe 
commenced bis ninety years of solitude, down to year U7Ö. 
He cailed them Angelorum amiciet animcUium, i. e., 

Fribnds of Anqels and Antmals. 

Thus, though in those days he never thought to be a reclose, 
the road was paved, so to speak: and when the dying hennit 
of Gouda blessed the citadel of Solitude, where he hd 
fought the good fight and won it, and invited him to takenp 
the breastplate of faith, that now feil off his own shmnien 
body, Clement said within himself: "Heaven itself ledmy 
foot hither to this end." It Struck bim too, as no small coin- 
cidence, that his patron, St. Bavon, was a hermit, and an 
austere one, a cuirassier* of the solitary cell. 

As soon as he was reconciled to Ghysbrecht Van Swieten, 
be went eagerly to his new abode, praying Heaven it might 
not have been already occupied in these three days. The fear 
was not vain ; these famousdens never wanted a human ten^t 
long. He found the rüde stone door ajar; then he made sme 
be was too late ; he opened the door and went softly in. No; 
the cell was vacant, and there were the hermit*s great ivory 
crucifix, his pens, ink, seeds, and memento mori, a skull, 
his cilice of hair, and another of bristles; his well-woin 
sheepskin pelisse and hood, bis hammer, chisel, and psalteiy, 
&c. Men and women had passed that way, but none had 
ventured to intrude, fax less to steal. Faith and simplicity 
had guarded that keyless door more securely than the houses 
of the laity were defended by their gates like a modern jail, 
and thick iron bars at every window, and the gentry by moat, 
bas^iion, chevaux de frise, and portcullis. 

Ab soon as Clement was fairly in the cell there was a load 
£ap, and a flutter, and down came a great brown owlfroma 

* 'Loricatus/ vide Ducange, in voce. 
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comer, and whirled out of the window, driying the air cold 
on Clement's face. Hestarted, and shuddered. 

Was this seeming owl something diabolical? trying to 
deter him from bis soul's good? On second thoughts, might 
it not be some good spirit tbe hermit had employed to keep 
the cell for bim, perbaps tbe bermit bimself ? Finally be 
concluded tbat it was just an owl; and tbat be woold try and 
make friends witb it. 

He kneeled down and inaugurated bis new life witb 
prayer. 

Clement bad not only an eartbly passion to quell, tbe 
power of wbicb made him tremble for bis etemal weal, but be 
had a penance to do for baying given way to ire, bis besetting 
sin, and cursed bis own brotbers. 

He looked round this roomy cell ftimisbed witb so many 
comf orts, and compared it witb tbe pictures in bis mind of tbe 
hideous place, eremus in eremo, a desert in a desert, wbere 
holy Jerome, bermit, and tbe Plutarcb of bermits, bad 
wrestled witb sickness, temptation, and despair, four mortal 
years; and witb tbe inaccessible and tbomy nicbe, a hole in 
a precipice, wbere tbe boy bermit Benedict buried bimself, 
and lived three years on tbe pittance tbe good monk Romanus 
could spare him from bis scanty commons; and subdivided 
tbat moutbfnl witb bis firiend, a raven; and tbe boUow tree 
of bis patron St. Bavon, and tbe eartbly purgatory at Fri- 
bourg, wbere lived a nameless saint in a borrid cavem, bis 
eyes cbilled witb perpetual gloom, and bis ears stunned witb 
an etemal waterfall; and tbe pillar on wbicb St. Simeon 
Stylita ezisted forty-five years, and tbe destina, or stone box, 
of St. Dunstan, wbere, like Hilarion in bis bulrush bive, 
sepulcbro potius quam domu, be could scarce sit, stand, or 
lie; and the living tombs, sealed witb lead, of Thais, and 
Christina, and other recluses; and tbe damp dungeon of 
St Abed. These and scores more of tbe dismal dens in wbicb 
tnie bermits bad wom out their wasted bodies on the rock, 
and tbe rock under their sleeping bodies, and their praying 
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knees, all came into bis mind, and he said to himBelf^ "lls 
Bweet retreat is for safely of the sool; bat what for penssee? 
Jesu aid me against faulte to come; and for the fault I ic!, 
face of man I will not eee for a twelvemonth and a day." 1& 
had famoas precedents in bis eye even for this last and m- 
uBual severity. In f act the original hermit of this veiy c^ 
was clearly nnder the same vow. Hence the two apertam 
through wbich he was spoken to, and replied. 

Adopting, in other respects, the uniform mle of hermis 
and anchorites, he divided bis day into the seven offices. 
ignoring the petty accidents of Ught and dark, creations botli 
of Hirn to whom he prayed so unceasingly. He leamedäie 
psalter by heart, and in all the intervals of devotion n« 
occupied by broken slumbers, he worked hard with bis hands. 
No article of the hermifs rule was more strict or more anci^t 
than this. And here bis self-imposed penance embarrassed 
bim, for what work could he do, witbout being seen, tha: 
should benefit bis neighbours? for the hermit was to laboor 
for Umselfm those cases only where bis subsistence depended 
on it. Now Clement's modest needs were amply sappliedbr 
the villagers. 

On moonlight nights he would steal out like a thief, asd 
dig some poor man's garden on the outskirts of the village. 
He made baskets and dropped them slily at humble doors. 

And since he could do nothing for the bodies of those who 
passed by his cell in dayüme, he went out in the dead of tiie 
night with his hammer and his chisel, and carved moral and 
rehgious sentences all down the road upon the sandstone 
rocks. "Who knows?" said he, "often a chance shaft 
striketh home. Oh, sore heart, comfort thou the poor and 
bereaved with holy words of solace in their native tongue; for 
lie said well, ^'tis clavis ad corda plebis.'" Also he re- 
membered the leamed Colonna had told bim of the written 
mountains in the East where kings had inscribed their vic- 
tories. "What," said Clement, "are they so wise, those 
Eastem monarchs, to engrave their warlike gloiy upon the 
rock, making a blood bubble endure so long as earüi; and 
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Bhall I leave the rocks about me silent on the King of Glory, 
at whose word they were, and at whose breath thej shall be 
dust? Nay but these stones shail speak to weary wayfarers 
of etemal peace, andoftheLamb, whose frail, and afflicted, 
yet happy servant worketh them among." 

Now at this time the inspired werde that have consoled the 
poor and the afflicted for so many ages, were not yet prmted 
in Dutch, so that these sentences of gold from the holy £yan- 
gelists came like fresh oracles from heaven, or like the dew 
on parched flowers; and the poor hennit's written rocks 
softened a heart or two, and sent the heavy laden singing on 
their way.* 

These holy oracles that seemed to spring np around him 
like magic; his prudent answers through his window to such 
as sought ghostly counsel; and, aboveall, his inyisibility, 
soon gained him a prodigious reputation. This was not dimin- 
ished by the medicai adyice they now and then extorted 
from him, sore against his will, by tears and entreaties; for, if 
the patients got well, they gave the holy hermit the credit, 
and, if not, they laid all the blame on the devil. I think he 
kiUed nobody, for his remedies were '* womanish and weak/* 
Sage, and wormwood, sion, hyssop, borage, spikenard, dog's- 
tongue, ourLady'smantle, feyerfew, andFaith, and all in 
small quantities except the last. 

Then his abstinence, sure sign of a saint. The eggs 
and milk theybrought him at first herefused with horror. 
Bjqow ye not the hermit's rule is bread, or herbs, and water? 
Eggs, they are birds in disguise ; for when the bird dieth then 
the egg rotteth. As for milk, it is iittle better than white blood> 
And when they brought him too much bread he refdsed it. 
Then they nsed to press it on him. " Nay , holy father ; give 
the overplus to the poor." 

*' You who go among the poor can do that better. Is bread 
a thing to fling haphazard from an hermit's window? *' And 

* It requires now-a-days a strong effort of fhe Imagination to realize 
the effect on poor people who had never seen thembeforoi of such sen- 
tences as this, *Ble88ed are the poor/ &c. 
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to those who persisted aftertbis: '^To live on cbarity, jet 
play Sir Bountiful, is to lie with the right band. G-img 
another*B to the poor, I should begoile them of their tbaakB, 
and cheat thee the true giver. Thus do thieyes, whose boast 
it is they bleed the rieh into the lap of the poor. Oceasb 
arariti» nomen pauperom." 

When notbing eise woold conyince the good soola, tbis 
piece of Latin always brooght them round. So would aline 
ofVirgirsuEneid. 

This great reputation of sanctily was all extemal. Insid« 
the cell was a man who held the bermit of Gouda as cheap ai 
dirt. 

**Ab ! " Said he, "I cannot deceive myself ; I cannot deeeite 
God's animals. See the little birds, how coy they be ! I feed 
and feed them and long for their friendship, yet will tiiej 
never come within , nor take my band, by lighting on't. For 
wby? NoPaul, no Benedict, noHugh of Lincoln, noColumbs, 
no Gntblac bides in this cell. Hunted doe flieth not hitber, for 
here is no Fructuosus, nor Aventine, nor Albert of Suabia: 
nor e'en a pretty squirrel cometh from the wood hard by foi 
the acomsl have hoarded; for here abideth no Colambas. 
The very owl that was here hath fled. They are not to be de 
ceived; IhaveaPope'sword for that; Heavenrest bis souL' 

Clement had one advantage over her whose image in hit 
heart he was bent on destroying. 

He had sofiPered and survived the pang of bereavement; 
and the mind cannot quite repeat such anguisb. Then he 
had built up a habit of looking on her as dead. After that 
Strange scene in the church and churchyard of St. Liaurens, 
that habit might be compared to a structure riven by a 
thunderbolt. It was shattered, but stones enough stood to 
found a similar habit on ; to look on her as dead to Tum, 

And, by severe subdivision of bis time and thoughts, by 
unceasing prayers, and manual labour, he did, in about three 
months, succeed in benumbing the earfiily half of bis heart 

But, lo ! within a day or two of this first symptom of mental 
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peace retaming slowly, there descended upon his mind a hör- 
rible despondency. 

Words cannot utter it; for words never yet painted a like- 
ness of despair. Voices seemed to whisper in his ear, "Kill 
thyself,külIkiU!kiUI" 

And he longed to obey the Toices; for lifo was intolerable. 
He wrestled with his dark enemy withprayers and tears; he 
prayed G-od but to vary his temptation. " Oh let mine enemy 
have power to scourge me with red-hot whips, to tear me 
leagues and leagues over rugged places by the hair of my 
head, as he has served many a holyhermit that yet baffled 
him at last; to fly on me like a raging lion ; to gnaw me with a 
serpent's f angs : any pain , any terror, bat this horrible gloom 
of the sool tiiat shuts me &om all light of Thee and of the 
saints." 

And now a freezing thought crossed him. What if the 
triumphs of the powers of darkness over Christian sools in de- 
sert places, had beensuppressed; and only their defeats re- 
corded, or at least in fall: for dark hints were scattered aboat 
antiquity that now first began to grin at him with terrible 
meaning. 

" ThEY WANDSBED nV THB DESEBT ABD PBBISHBD BT bespestb" 

Said an ancient father, of hermits that went into solitade, 
'^ and were seen no more." And another at a more recent 
epoch, wrote: "Yertantar admelancholiam;" "theytamto 
gloomy madness." These two Statements were they not one ? 
for the ancient fathers never spoke with regret of the death of 
thebody. No, the hermits so lost were perishedsoals, and 
the serpents were diabolical* thoaghts, the natural brood of 
Bolitade. 

St. Jerome went into the desert with three companions ; 
onefledinthefirstyear;twodied: how? The single one that 
lasted, was a gigantic soul with an iron body. 

The cotemporary who related this made no comment; ex- 

* The primitive writer waa so interpreted by others besides Olement; 
and, in particolar hj Peter of Blois, a divine of the twelfth Century, whose 
comment is note-worthy, as he himself was a forty-year hermit. 

The avisier and the Hearth. ü* 21 
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pressed no wonder. What then if here was a g^limpse of thf 
trae Proportion in every age, and many souls had alwajs 
been lost in solitude for one gigantic mind and iron body ti^ 
snrvived this terrible ordeaL 

The darkened recluse now cast bis despairing eyes o?er 
antiqoity to see wbat weapons the Chnstian axsenal eoD- 
tamed, that migbt befriend bim. The greatest of all w» 
prayer. AlasI it was a part of bis malady to be unable to 
pray witb true fervour. Tbe rery System of mecbanical 
supplication be bad for montbs carried out so seyerely by nik 
bad ratber cbecked tban fostered bis power of oiiginatiiig 
true prayer. 

He prayed louder tban erer , bat tbe beart hnn^ back coM 
and gloomy, and let tbe words go up alone. 

" Poor wingless prayers," be cried ; * * you will not gel h^ 
way to beaven." 

And ficnd of tbis complexion bad been driven out of King 
Sani by music. 

Clement took up tbe bermit's psaltery, and witb mneh 
trouble mended tbe strings and tuned it. 

No, be could not play it. His soul was so out of tone. The 
Sounds jarred on it, and made bim almost mad. 

"Ab, wretcbedme!" be cried. " Saul bad a saint to play 
to bim. He was not alone witb tbe spirits of darkness; bat 
bere is no sweet bardof Israel to play tome; 1, lonely, witii 
crusbed beart, on wbicb a black fiend sittetii mountain bigh, 
must make the music to uplift that beart to beaven ; it may not 
be." And be grovelled on the earth weeping and tearing bis 
bair. 

YeBTBBATUB ad XELANCHOLIÄlf* 
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CHAPTER XLIIL 



Onb day as he lay there sighing, and groaning, prayerless, 
tuneless, hopeless, a thought flashed into his mind. What 
he had done for the poor and the wayfarer, he would do for 
himself. He would £11 his den of despair with the name of 
God and the magic words of holy writ, and the pious, prayer- 
fui consolations of the Chorch. 

Then, like Christian at Apollyon's feet, he reached his 
hand suddenly out and caught, not his sword, for he had 
none, butpeacefnllabour*shumblerweapony hischisel, and 
worked wiik it as if his soul depended on his arm. 

They say that Michael Angelo, in the next generation, used 
to carve statues— not like our timid sculptors, by modelling 
the work in clay, and then setting a mechanic to chisel it; 
bat would seizeäie block, conceivetheimage, and, atonce, 
witn mallet and steel make the marble chips fly like mad 
about him, and the mass sprout into form. Even so Clement 
drew no lines to guido his hand. He went to his memory for 
the gracious words, and then dashed at his work and eagerly 
graved them in the soft stone, between working and fighting. 
He begged his visitors for candle ends, and rancid oil. 
" Anything is good enough for me ," he said , " if 'twill but 
bum." So at night the cave glowed afar off like a blacksmith's . 
forge , through the window and the gaping chinks of the rüde 
stone door, and the rustics beholding crossed themselves and 
suspected deviltries, and, within, the holy tallsmans one 
after another came upon the walls, and the sparks and the 
Chips flew day and night, night and day, as the soldier of 
Solitude and of the Church plied, with sighs and groans, his 
bloodless weapon , between working and fighting. 

Jkivit dSUtisiotu 

dL^XtifU ^Ottimu 

21* 
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Tov ^atavav avptQiypov vno tovg noöag tjfjuav,* 

T^tvi» refogium niuEtntm tt Mmus»*^ 

flgmm Dd, quf txMsi peccota munnf, vsüsittttt mif^t 

ab inftjBtationiinijK Dotmomtm, a linrntrci Iro, ft nasmU' 

ilbtta nouBi Domittt* 

Dttu(, qtii miro orltfstt SngtUmim minliitertö, ttu (üie 
whole collect). §§ 

2luem quaetlmtuf onftttortm xM te Domitte, qiti pn 
jpmottei noiBtiiK fu^ste irfljB!(arijB(?§§§ 

%SiiMXt Dttuf, ^mtt fbittjBi, ftamtt et xaUfittitmsi %A' 
)moCy omorae mortt tu tronajet nouet» 

And underneath the great cracifix, which was fastened to 
the wall, he graved this from Augustine : — 

nem morUntUi, pretium reunnptioni;«» — !|?aec qtuutta iBint 

* Beat down SaUn ander our feet. 
•• Up, Hearts I 

*** Oh God our reftige and strength. 
t Oh! Lamb of God, that takeataway theSinf of the woild, have 
mereyuponmel 

ff 0hl Holy Trinity, one God, have mercy upon ns. 
§ From the asaaolta of demons, — from the wrath to eome, — fron 
everlasting damnation — 

Deliver os, O Lord! 
SS See the Englfsh eolleet, St. Michael and all Angela. 
fiSft Of whom may we aeek anccoor, bat of theo, Oh Lord, who for oor 
■Ina art Jastly diapleaaed (and that torrent of prayer, the following vene). 
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co^tott, tt in muta mtnüsi titmsit HjppenDite, ut tow 
y}abifi figotttt: in (orUt, qut pro tipl^iei totüsi ümsi t^ in cmu^ 
jf^am, sA pajBijBiio d^rietl an memoriam xt^ottmtj ni1)il tsst 
tarn nunttn quon non aiquo amrno toUrttur» 

Which may be thus rendered : — 

S) C^tieitian jeioul, looit on t^e tDounDit of t^t ^atitf&ting 
®ne, t3&e fjloon of t3&t 5ping ä)ttt, ^t price paiö fbr owr xt-^ 
Htmption^ 'Cl^tjBie tii^ittfipei, ol^ t^init l^oto grtat t^e? bt, «utO 
iDtifi^ t^em in t^e iialance of t^? tninii: t^ot ^t nta? iie 
tDl^oK? nail^B to t4? ^tatt, tDl^o fbr i^tt tDajei att nailtB unto 
t^e ctojbijb; JFotr Ho fjut aQ to ntinB tl^t )a(ttffjrtinspe( of €%x\siij 
uns t^ert is^ noug^ on twc^ too l^aro to zvJ^v^xt tDit^ com« 
pojBdve» 

Soothed a litüe, a very little, by the sweet and pious 
words he was raising all round him, and weighed down with 
watching and working night and day, Clement one moming 
sank prostrate with fatigue; and a deep sleep overpowered 
him for many hoors. 

Awaking quietly, he heard a little cheep ; he opened his 
eyes, and, lo! upon his breviary, which was on a low stool 
near his feet, ruffling all his feathers with a single pull, and 
smoothing them as suddenly, and cocking his bill this way 
and that with a vast display of eunning purely imaginary, 
perched a robin redbreast. 

Clement held his breath. 

He half closed his eyes lest they should frighten the airy 
guest. 

Down came robin on the floor. 

When thcre he went through his pantomime of astuteness ; 
andthen, pim, pim, pim, withthreestiff little hops, like a 
ball of worsted on vertical wires, he was on the hermit*s bare 
foot. On this eminence he swelled, and contracted again, 
with ebb and flow of feathers; but Clement lost this, for he 
quite closed his eyes and scarce drew his breath in fear of 
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frightening and losing bis yisitor. He was content to feel tiie 
minute olaw on bis foot. He could but just feel it, and äut 
by help of knowing it was tbere. 

Presently a litüe flirt witb two little wings, and the 
f eatbered busybodj was on tbe breviary again. 

Tben Clement determined to try and feed this pretty little 
fidget witbout frigbtening it away. Bat it was veiy dlfficolt 
He bad a piece of bread witbin reacb, but bow get at it? I 
tbink be was five minutes creeping bis band up to that bread 
and wben tbere he must not move bis arm. 

He slily got a crumb between a finger and tbmnb and sbot 
it as boys do marbles, keeping tbe band quite still. 

Cockrobin saw it fall near bim, and did sagacily, bot 
moved not. 

Wben anotber followed, and tben anotber: he popped 
down and caugbt up one of tbe crumbs, but not quite under- 
standing tbis mjetery fled witb it, for more secuiity, to an 
eminence; to wit tbe bermit*s knee. 

And so tbe game proceeded tili a mucb larger fragment 
tban usual rolled along. 

Here was a prize. Cockrobin pounced on it, bore it aloft 
and fled so swiftly into tbe world witb it, tbe cave resounded 
witb tbe bufi*eted air. 

"Now, bless tbee, sweet bird," sigbed tbe stricken soli- 
tarj; "tby wingsaremusicyandtbouafeatberedrajcamedst 
to Hgbt mj darkened soul." 

And irom tbat to bis orisons; and tben to bis tools witha 
little bitofcourage; and tbis was bis day's work : — 

tSLtni €vtatot ibf^ixitasi 
9^tnw momm ^UAtsi 

CUiai ta cttaslU pictora 

SLcttnut lumtn ütwsibufi 
9^tntt)i tuorttm bteütci 
anfirma nc^itri caq^ntUi 
tSUmu ttmawi petp^tim« 
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And BO the days rolled on ; and the weather got colder and 
Clements heart got warmer, and despondency was rolling 
away ; and by-and-by , somehow or another , it was gone. He 
bad out-lived it. 

It had come like a cloud , and it went like one. 

And presentlyallwas reversed; bis cell seemed illmninated 
Teitb joy. His work pleased bim; bis prayers were fuU oi 
unction; bis psalms of praise. Hosts of little birds followed 
tbeir crimson leader , and flying from snow, and a parisb fiill 
of Cains, made friends one aher anotber witü Abel; fast 
f riends. And one keen frosty nigbt as be sang tbe praises of 
God to bis toneful psaltery, and bis bollow cave rang fortb 
tbe boly psalmody upon tbe nigbt, as if tbat cave itself was 
Tubal's sounding sbell, or David'sbarp, be beard a clear 
wbine, not unmelodious; it became louder and less in tone. 
He peeped tbrougb tbe cbinks of bis rüde door, and tbere^ 
sat a great red wolf moaning melodioosly witb bis nose bigb 
in tbe air. 

Clement was rejoieed. ^^My sins are going," be cried, 
'^ and tbe creatures of God are owning me , one sd^r anotber." 
And in a burst of entbusiasm be strack up tbe laud : 

"Praise Him all ye creatures of His! 

"Let everytbing tbat batb breatb praise tbe Lord." 

And all tbe time be sang tbe wolf bayed at intervals. 

But above all be seemed now to be drawing nearer to tbat 
celestial intercourse wbicb was tbe sign and tbe blissoftbe 
true hermit; for be bad dreams about tbe saints and angels, 
80 vivid, tbey were more like yisions. He saw brigbt figures 
clad in wovon snow. Tbey bent on bim eyes lovelier tban 
those of tbe antelopes be bad seen atBome, and fanned bim 
witb broad wings bued like tbe rainbow, and tbeir gentle 
voices bade bim speed upon bis course. 

He bad not long ei^oyed tbis felicity, wben bis dreams 
began to take anotber and a stränge complexion. He wandered 
witb Fra Colonna over tbe relics of antique nations, and tbe 
firiar was lame and bad a staff, and tbis staff be waved over tbe 
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mighty raiiis, and were they Egyptian, Greek, or Bonus, 
straightway liie temples and palaces whose wrecks they were, 
rose again like an ezhalation, and were thronged withtke 
f amous dead. Songsters that might have eclipsed both ApoUo 
and his rival, poured forth their lajs; women, godlike ia 
form, and draped like Minerva, swam round the marbk 
courts in voluptuous but easj and gracefol dances. Heie 
sculptors carved away amidst admirmg pnpils, and formso^ 
supematural beauty grew out of Parian marble in a qoarter of 
an hour; and grave philosophers conversed on high and snbtie 
matters, with youth listening reverently ; it was a long tone 
ago. And still beneath all this wonderfül panorama a soit d 
sospicion or ezpectation lurked in the dreamer*s mind. '< Tbii 
is a prologue, a flourish, there is something behind; some- 
thing that means me no good , something mysterioiis , awM* 

And one night that the wizard Colonna had transcended 
himself, he pointed with his stick, and there was a swallowing 
up of many great ancient cities, and the pair stood on a rast 
Sandy piain with a hnge crimson sun sinking to rest. There 
were great palm-trees ; and there were bolrush hives, scarce a 
man*s height , dotted all abont to the sandy horizon , and the 
crimson sun. 

^^ These are the anchorites of the Theban desert," said 
Colonna, calmly; <<followers notof Christ and his apostles, 
and the great fathers, but of the Greek pupils of the Egyptkn 
pupils of the Brachmans and Gymnosophists.*' 

And Clement thought that he bumed to go and embrace 
the holy men and teil them his troubles, and seek their advice. 
But he was tied by the feet somehow, and could not move, and 
the crimson sun sank; and it got dusk, and the hives scarce 
visible. AndColonna*s figure became shadowy and shapeless, 
but his eyes glowed ten times brighter : and this thing all eyes 
spoke and said: '^Nay, letthembe, apackoffools! seehow 
dismal it all is." Then with asudden sprightliness, <<BatI 
hear one of them has a manuscript of Petronius, on papyros; I 
go to buy it, farewell for ever, for ever, for ever.** 

And it was pitch dark, and a light came at Clements back 
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like a gentle stroke ; a glorious roseate ligHt. It wanned as 
i^ell as biightened. It loosened bis feet from the ground; he 
tumed round, andthere, her face irradiated with sunshine, 
and her hair glittering like the gloriola of a saint, was Mar- 
garet Brandt. 

She blushed and smiledand cast a look of ineffable tender- 
11888 on him. " Gerard," she murmored, " be whose thou wilt 
by day, but at night be mine ! " 

Even as she spoke, the agitation of seeing her so suddenly 
awakened him, and he found himself lying trembling from 
head to foot. 

That radiant figore, and mellow voice, seemed to have 
strack bis nightly keynote. 

Awake he couldpray, andpraise, and worship God; he 
was master of bis thoughts. Bat, if be closed bis eyes in sleep, 
Margaret, or Satan in her shape,beset bim, a seeming angel 
of ligbt. He might dream of a thoasand different things, wide 
as the poles asander ; ere he woke the imperial figare was sure 
to come and extingoish all the rest in amoment, Stellas ex- 
ortas ati aetberias sol : for she came glowing with two beaaties 
never before anited, an angel's radiance and a woman*8 
blosbes. 

Angels cannot blash. So he knew it was a fiend. 
He was alarmed, bat not so mach surprised as atthe de- 
mon*s last artifice. From Anthony to Nicholas of the Rock 
scarce a bermit that bad not been thas beset; sometimes with 
gay volaptaoas visions, sometimes with lovely phantoms, 
warm, tangible, and womanly withoat, demonswithin, nor 
always bafiled even by the saints. Witness that '' angel form 
with a deviFs beart," that came banging its lovely head , like 
a broised flower, to St. Macarias, with a feigned tale; and 
wept, andwept, andwept, andbegailedbimfirstofhistears 
and then of hidf bis virtae. 

Bat with the ezamples of Satanic power and craft had 
come down copioas records of the hermits* triamphs and the 
weapons by which they had conqaered. 

Domandam est corpas ; the body mast be tamed ; this bad 
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been their watchword for twelve hundred jears. It was* 
tremendouB war-cry ; for they called the eaithlj affections, u 
well as appetites, body; and crushed the whole heart liiroagfa 
the suffering and mortified flesh. 

Clement then said to himself that the great enemy of man 
had retired but to spring with more effeet, and had allowed 
bim a few day» of true purity and joy only to put him off hk 
guard against the soft blandishments he was pooring over Ik 
Boul, that had survived the buffetingof bis blackwingsL He 
applied himself to tarne the body; he shortened bis sleep, 
lengthened bis prayers, andincreased bis severe temperance 
to abstinence. Hitherto, following the ordinary mle, he had 
eaten only at sunset. Now he ate but once in forty-ei^ 
bours, drinking a little water every day. 

On this the visions became more distinct. 

Then he flew to afamous antidote; to ^'the grand febri- 
fuge" of anchorites — cold water. 

He found the deepest part of the stream that ran by bis 
cell ; it rose not f ar off at a boly well ; and, Clearing the bottom 
of the large stones, made a hole where he could stand in water 
to the chin, and, fortifiedbyso many examples, be sprang 
from bis rüde bed upon the next diaboUcalassault, and entered 
the icy water. 

It made him gasp and almost sbriek with the cold. It &oze 
bismarrow. ^^Ishalldie," hecried, ^'Ishalldie: but better 
this, than fire etemal." 

And the next day he was so stiff in all bis joints be could 
not move , and he seemed one great ache. And even in sleep 
be feit that bis very bones were like so many raging teeth, tili 
the phantom be dreaded came and gaveone pitying smile,and 
all the pain was gone. 

Then, feeling that to go into the icy water again, en£eebled 
by fasts , as be was , might perhaps carry the guilt of suicide, 
be scourged himself tili the blood ran, and so lay down 
smarting. 

And wben exhaustion began to blunt the smart down to a 
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ihrob y that moment the present was away , and the past came 
smiling back. He sat with Margaret at the duke's feast, the 
minstrels played diyinely, and the purple fountains gushed. 
Youth and love reigned m each heart, and perfomed tibe very 
air. 

Then the scene shifted and they stood at the altar together 
man and wife. And no intemiption this time, and they 
wandered band in band, and told each other their borrible 
dreams. As for bim ^' he bad dreamed she was dcad , and he 
was amonk; and really the dream had been so yiyid and so 
fall of particulars that only bis eyesight could even now con- 
yince bim it was only a dream, and they were really one." 

And this new keynote once strack, every tone ran upon it. 
Awake he was Clement the bermit, risen £rom unearthly 
▼isionsof the night, asdangerous as they were sweet; asleep 
he was Gerard £liassoen, the bappy busbandof tbeloveliest 
and best, and truest girl in Holland: all the bappier that he 
had been for some time the sport ot bideous dreams , in which 
he had lost her. 

His constant fasts, coupled with other austerities , and the 
deep mental anziety of a man fighting with a supematural 
foe, bad now reduced him nearly to a skeleton; bat still on 
those aching bones bong flesh onsabdaed, and qalvering with 
an earthly passion; so bowever , he thoaght; "or why had 111 
spirits such power over bim?*' His opinion was confirmed, 
wben one day he detected bimself sinking to sleep actaally 
witbafeelingof complacency, becaase now Margaret woald 
come and he sboald feel no more pain, and the anreal would 
he real, and the real anreal, for an boar. 

On this he rose hastily with a cry of dismay , and Stripping 
to the skin climbed up to the brambles above bis cave, and 
flong bimself on them , and rolled on them writhing with the 
pain : then he came into bis den a mass of göre, and lay moan- 
ing for boars; tili, oat of sheer exhaostion he feil into a deep 
and dreamless sleep. 

He awoke to bodily pain, and mental exaltation; bebad 
broken the fatal speU. Yes, it was broken; anolber and 
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aoothor d&j passed, and her image molested him no nuxe 
But bo caught himself sighing at liis yictory. 

The birds got tamer and tainer, they perched ap<miü 
band. Two of tbem let bim gild tbeir littie claws. £a% 
but once in two days be bad more to give tbem. 

liis tranquillity was not to last long. 

A woman's voice came in from tbe outside , told bim Ik 
own story in a very few words, and asked bim to teil her wkn 
Gerard was to be found. 

He was so astounded be could only say, with an instinetof 
self-defence, "Pray for tbe soul of Gerard tbe son of Eli!" 
meaning tbat be was dead to tbe world. And be sat wonder- 
ing. 

Wben tbe woman was gone, be determined, after an 
inward battle, to risk being seen, and be peeped after berto 
see wbo it could be : but be took so many precautionSy and she 
ran so quickly back to ber friend tbat tbe road was clear. 

<' Satan ! '* said be, directly. 

And tbat nigbt back came bis visions of earthly love and 
bappiness so vividly, be could count every aubum hair in 
Margaretes bead, and see tbe pupils of ber eyes. 

Tben be began to despair, and said, "Imust leave this 
country; bere I am bound fast in memory's chain:" and 
began to dread bis cell. He said <'A breatii from bell bath 
infected it, and robbed even tbese boly words of tbeir virtae." 
And unconsciousiy imitating St. Jerome, a yictim of earthfy 
ballucinations, as oyerpowering, and coarser, be took bis 
wannest covering out into tbe wood bard by , and tbere flong 
down under a tree tbat tom and wrinkled leatber bag of 
bonos, wbicb a littie ago migbt bave served a sculptor for 
Apollo. 

Wbetber tiie fever of bis imagination intermitted, as a 
master mind of our day bas sbown tibat all tbings intermit,* or 
tbat tbis really broke some subtle link, I know not, but bis 
sleep was dreamless. 

* Dr. Diokton, aathor of "Fallacies of the Faenlty,** eto. 
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He awoke nearly frozen, but warm with joy within. 

*^I shall yet be a true hermit, Dei gratiä/' said he. 

The nezt day some good soul left on bis littlc platform a 
new lambswool pelisse and cape, warm, soft, and aniple. 

He bad a moment*8 misgiving on account of its delicious 
softness and warmtb; but that passed. It was the rigbt 
skia,* and a mark that Heaven approved bis present course. 

It restored warmtb to bis bones after be came iu from bis 
sbort rest. 

And now, at one moment be saw victory before bim if be 
coold but live to it; at anotber, be said to bimself , ^^'Tis but 
anotber lull; be on tby guard, Clement." 

And tbis tbougbt agitated bis nerves and kept bim in con- 
tinual awe. 

He was like a soldier witbin tbe enemy's lines. 

One night, a beautifiil clear frosty night, be came back to 
bis cell, after a sbort rest The stars were wonderüil. Heaven 
seemed a thousand times larger as well as brighter tban earth, 
and to look on her with a thousand eyes instead of one. 

" Oh, wonderful," be «ried, " that there should be men who 
do crimes by night; and others scarce less mad, who live for 
this little World, and not for that great and glorious one, which 
nigbtly, to all eyes not blinded by custom, reveals its glowing 
glories. Thank God I am a hermit." 

And in tbis mood be came to bis cell door. 

Hepausedatit; itwasclosed. 

"Wby, metbougbtileft it open," said be. "Tbe wind. 
There is not a breatb of wind. Wbat means tbis ? " 

He stood with bis band upon tbe rugged door. He looked 
througb one of tbe great chinks, for it was mucb smaller in 
places tban tbe aperture it pretended to close, and saw bis 
little oil wick buming just where he bad left it. 

"How is it with me," he sighed, " wben I start and tremble 

* It is related of a mediseval bermit, that being offered a garment 
made of cata^ skins, be rejeeted it, saylng, "I bave beard of a lamb of God, 
bat I never beard of a cat of God." 
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at nothing? Either I did ahnt it, or the fiend hath ahnt it afier 
me to disturb mj happj sool. Retro Sathanas ! " 

And he entered his cave rapidlj, and began with somewbt 
nervous ezpedition to light one of his largest tapers. Wi^ 
he was lighting it, there was a soft sigh in the cave. 

He Started and dropped the candle just as it was lighting, 
and it went out. 

He stooped for it hurriedly and lighted it, listening in* 
tentiy. When it was lighted he shaded it witii his band hm 
behind, and threw the faint light all round the cell. 

In the farthest comer the outline of the wall seemed 
broken. 

He took a step towards the place with his heart beating. 

The candle at the same time getting brighter, he saw it 
was the figure of a woman. 

Another step with his knees knocking together. 

It was Mabgabbt Bsanbt. 



CHAPTER XLIV. 

Heb attitude was one to excite pity rather than terror, in 
eyes not blinded by a preoonceived notion. Her bosom was 
fluttering like a bird, and the red and white Coming and going 
in her cheeks, and she had her band against the wall by the 
instinct of timid things, she trembled so ; and the marirellous 
mixed gaze of love, and pious awe, and pity, and tender 
memories, those purple eyes cast on the emaciated andglaring 
hermit, was an event in nature. 

"Aha!" he cried. "Thou art come at last in flesh and 
blood ; come to me as thou camest to holy Anthony. Bat I 
am wäre of thee ; I thought thy wiles were not ezhansted. I 
am armed." With this he snatched up his small crucifix and 
held it out at her, astonished, and the candle in the otber 
band, both crucifix and candle shaking violently, "£xo^ 
cizo te." 
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"Ah, no!" cried she, piteouely; and put out two pretty 
deprecatmg palms. "Alasl workmenoill! It is Margaret." 

" Idar 1 " shouted the hermit ^ ' Margaret was fair, but not 
80 ropematural fair as thou. Thou didst shrink at that 
sacred name, thou subtle hy})ocrite. In Nomine Dei exorcizo 

?08." 

"Ah, Jesu!" gasped Margaret, in extremity of terror, 
"corsemenot! I Tiill go home. Ithought/mightcome. For 
yery manhood be-Latin me not! Oh G-erard, is it thus you and 
ImeetafteraU; afteraU?'' 

And she cowered almost to her knees, and sobbed with 
saperstitious fear, and wounded afPection. 

Impregnated as he was with Satanophobia, he might per- 
haps have doubted still whether this distressed creature, all 
woman, and natnre, was not all art, and fiend. But her spon- 
taneous appeal to that sacred name dissolved his chimera; 
and let him see with his eyes, and hear with his ears. 

He uttered a cry of self-reproach, and tried to raise her; 
bot what with fasts, what with the overpowering emotion of a 
long solitude so broken, he couldnot. <'What," he gasped 
shaking over her, <' and is it thou? And have I met theo with 
hard words ? Alas ! " And they were both choked with emo- 
tion, and could not speak for a while. 

"Iheeditnotmuch," said Margaret, bravely, struggling 
with her tears; ^'you took me for another: for a devü; oh! 
Chi oh! oh! oh!" 

"Forgive me, sweet soul ! " And as soon as he could speak 
more than a word at a time, he said, "I hare been much beset 
by the evil one since I came here." 

Margaret looked round with a shudder. ^'Like enow. 
Then oh take my band, and let me lead thee from this foul 
place." 

He gazed at her with astonishment. 

"What, desert my cell; and go into the world again? Is it 
for that thou hast come to me? " said he , sadly and reproach- 
fully. 

**Ay> Gerard. I am come to take thee to thy pretty 
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vicarage : art vicar of Gbada, thanks to Heaven and thy good 
brother Giles : and mother and I have made it so neat for tfaee. 
Gerard. 'Tis well enow in winter I promise thee. Bat bide i 
bit tili the hawthom bloom, and anon thy walle put on thek 
kirtle of brave roses, and sweet wood-bine. Have we forgottei 
thee, and the foolish things thou lovest? And, dearG^nri 
thy mother is waiting; and *tis late for her to be out of her 
bed: prithee; prithee; comel And the moment we areoct 
of this foul hole TU show thee a treasnre thou hast gotten, and 
knowest nought on't, or sore hadst never fled from us so. Aks! 
what is to do? What have I ignorantly said ; to be regarded 
thus?" 

For he had drawn himself all up into a heap , and was 
looking at her with a stränge gaze of fear and suspicioD 
blended. 

"Unhappygirl," said he, solemnly, yet deeply agitated, 
<< would you haye me risk my sool and yoors for a miserable 
vicarage and the fiowers that grow on it? But this is not thj 
doing : the bowelless fiend sends thee , poor simple girl , to me 
with this bait. Bat oh, cunning fiend, I will onmask thee 
even to this thlne Instrument, and she shall see thee, and 
abhor thee as I do. Margaret, my lost love , why am I here? 
Because I love thee." 

" Oh I no , Gerard , you love me not , or you would not have 
hidden from me ; there was no need." 

^^Let there be no deceit between us twain: that hare 
loved so true; and after this night, shall meet no more on 
earth." 

" Now God forbid I " said she. 

^' I love thee, and thou hast not forgotten me, or thou hadst 
married ere this, and hadst not been the one to find me, 
buried here from sight of man. I am a priest, a monk: what 
but folly or sin can come of you and me living neighbonn, 
and feeding a paasion innocent once, but now (so Heaven 
wills it) impious and unholy? No, though my heart break 
I must be firm. 'Tis I that am the man, 'tis I that am the 
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priest. Yoa and I must meet no more , tili I am schooled bj 
•olitode, and thou art wedded to another." 

^'I consent to my doom bat not to thine. I would ten 
times lioTer die ; yet I will marry, ay, wed misery itself sooner 
than let thee lie in this foul dismal place, with yon sweet 
manse a-waiting forthee." Clement groaned; at each word 
she spoke out stood clearer and dearer two things — bis 
duty, and the agony it must cost. 

'^Mybeloved/' said be, witb a stränge miztoreoftender- 
ness and dogged resolution, '<I bless tbee for giving me one 
more sigbt of tby sweet face, and may God forgiye tbee, and 
bless tbee, for destroying in a minute tbe boly peace it batb 
taken siz montbs of solitude to boild. No matter. A year of 
penance will, Dei gratis, restore me to my calm. My poor 
Margaret, I seem cruel: yet I am kind: *tis best we part; ay, 
tbis moment." 

**Part, Gerard? Never: we bave seen wbat comes of 
parting. Part? Wby you bave not beard balf my story ; no 
nor tbe titbe. *Tis not for tby mere comfort I take tbee to 
Gouda manse. Hear me ! " 

"I may not. Tby very voice is a temptation witb its 
mosic, memory*8 deligbt." 

'^But I say you sball bear me , Gerard , for fortb tbis place 
I go not unbeard." 

^^Tben must we part by otber means,** said Clement, 
sadly. 

" Alack I wbat otber means ? Wouldst put me to tbine own 
door, beingtbe stronger?" 

"Nay, Margaret, well tbou knowest I would suffer many 
deatbs ratber tban put force on tbee ; tby sweet body is dearer 
to me tban my own: but a million times dearer to me are our 
immortal souls, botb tbine and mine. Ibave witbstood tbis 
direst temptation of all long enow. Now I must fly it: fare- 
weUIfareweUI" 

He made to tbe door, and bad actually opened it and 
got balf out, wben sbe darted after and caugbt bim by tbe 
arm. 
The Cloister and the Hearth, IL 22 
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<^Nay , then another most «peak for me. I thoagfattore 
ward thee for yielding to me : but unkind that thoa art , I neei 
bis help I find ; tum then this way one moment ** 

"Nay,nay." 

'*But I say ay! And then tum thy back on vis an tixi 
canst " She somewhat relaxed her grasp , thinking he wook 
never deny her so small a favoor. But at this he saw his of 
portunity and seized it. 

<* Fly, Clement, fly ! " he almost shrieked, and, his religio» 
enthusiasm giving him for a moment bis old strength, he binst 
wildly away from her, and after a few steps bounded over tbe 
little stream and ran beside it, but finding he was notfi^ 
lowed, stopped, and looked back. 

She was lying on her face, with her hands spread out 

Yes, without meaning it, he had thrown her down and 
hurt her. 

When he saw that, he groaned and tumed back a step; 
but suddenly, by another impulse, flung himself into Üielcj 
water instead. 

" There, kill my body ! " he cried, "but save my soul!" 

Whilst he stood there , up to his Üiroat in liquid ice , so to 
speak , Margaret uttered one long , piteous moan , and rose to 
her knees. 

He saw her as piain almost as in midday. Saw her face 
pale and her eyes glistening; and then in the still night he 
heard these words : 

"Oh, God! tbou that knowest all, thou seest how I am 
used. Forgive me then! For I will not live another day." 
With this she suddenly started to her feet, and flew like some 
wild creature, wounded to death, close by his miserable 
hiding-place, shrieking: "Cbubl! — cbüel! — crubl! — 
cbuel!" 

What manifold anguish may burst from a human heartin 
a Single syllable. There were wounded love, and wounded 
pride, anddespair, andcomingmadness, all in thatpiteoos 
cry. Clement heard, and it fxoze his heart with terror and 
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remorse, worse than the icy water chilled the marrow of bis 
bones. 

He feit he had diiven her from him for ever, and in the 
midstof his dismal trimnph, the greatest he had won, there 
came an almost incontroUable impulee to curse the Chorch, to 
cnrse religion itself , for ezacting euch eavage cruelty from 
mortal man. At last he crawled half dead out of the water, 
and staggered to his den. '*I am safe here," he groaned; 
<<she will never come near me again; unmanly, ungrateM 
wretch that I am." And he flung his emaciated , frozen body 
down on the floor, not without a secret hope that it might 
never rise thence aiiye. 

But presentiy he saw bj the hour-glass that it was past 
midnight. On this he rose slowly and took off his wet things, 
and moaning all the time at the pain he had caused her he 
loved, put on the oldhermit'sciliceofbristles, and over that 
his breastplate. He had never wom either of these before, 
doubting himself worthy to don the arms ofthat tried soldier. 
But now he must give himself every aid: the bristles might 
distract his earthly remorse bybodily pain, and there might 
be holy virtue in the breastplate. 

Then he kneeled down and prayed God humbly to release 
him that very night from the bürden of the flesh. Then he 
lighted all his candles and recited his psalter doggedly : each 
Word seemed to come like a lump of lead from a leaden heart, 
and to fall leaden to the ground; and in this mechanical office 
every now and then he moaned with all his soul. In the midst 
of which he suddenly observed a little bündle in the comer 
he had not seen before in the feebler light , and at one end of 
it something like gold spun into silk. 

He went to see what it could be; and he had no sooner 
viewed it closer than he threw up his hands with rapture. * * It 
isaseraph," hewhispered, " a lovely seraph. Heavenhath 
witnessed my bitter trial, and approves my cruelty; and this 
flower of the skies is sent to cheer me, fainting under my 
bürden." 

22* 
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He feil on his knees , and gazed with ecstasy on its goldai 
hair, and its tender skin and cheeks like a peach. 

'^Let me feast my sad eyes on thee ere thou leavest mefi? 
thine ever-blessed abode, and my cell darkens SLguxn at% 
parting, as it did at hers." 

With all this the hermit distnrbed the lovely visitOT. Et 
opened wide two eyes, the colour of heaven; and seeing» 
Strange figore kneeling over him, he cried piteously : " Mcx' 
iLiI Mux — BLiT' And the tears began to nm down his Mi 
cheeks. 

Perhaps, after all, Clement, who fbr more than six montbi 
had not looked on the human face divine, estimated diildi^ 
beauty more jostly than we can; and in tmth, this fss 
northem child, with its long golden hair, was far more angeüe 
than any of oor imagined angels. But now the spell ws£ 
broken. 

Yet not unhappily. Clement, it may be remembered, wsi 
fond of children, and true monastic life fosters this sentimeot 
The innocent distress on the chembic face , the tears tiiat ras 
so smoothly from those transparent violets , his eyes , and his 
pretty, dismal cry for his only j&iend, his mother, went 
through the hermit's heart. He employed all his gentleness 
and all his art to sooth him, and, as the Üttle soul was wonde^ 
fully intelligent for his age , presently succeeded so far tiiat 
he ceased to cry out, and wonder took the place of fear, while 
in silence, broken only in little gulps, he scanned, with great 
tearful eyes, this stränge figure that looked so wild, bat spoke 
so kindly, and wore armour , yet did not kill little boys , but 
coaxed Üiem. Clement was equally perplexed to know how 
this little human flower came to lie sparkling and blooming in 
his gloomy cave. But he remembered he had left the door 
wideopen, andhe wasdiiventocondudethat, owingtothis 
negligence, some unfortunate creature of high or low degree 
had seized this opportunity to get rid of her child for ever.* 
Atthis his beweis yeamed so over the poor deserted cherab 
that the tears of pure tendemess stood in his eyes, and still, 
* More than one hermit had received a present of this Und. 
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beneath the crime of the mother, he saw the divine goodness, 
which had so directed her heartlessuess as to comfort his 
servanf 8 breakmg heart. 

"Now bless thee, blessthee, blessthee, sweet innocent, I 
woold not change thee for e'en a cherub in heaven.*' 

"At's pooty/' replied the infant, ignoring contemptuously, 
after the manner of infants, all remarks that did not interest 
him. 

" What ifl pretly here, my love, besides thee? " 

"Ookum-gars,*** said tiie boj, pointing to the hermit's 
breastplate. 

" Quot liberi, tot sententioncul» ! " Hector's child screamed 
at his father's glittering casque and nodding crest: and here 
was a mediflßyal habe charmed with a polished cuirass, and 
his griefs assuaged. 

^^ There are prettier things here than that," said Clement, 
^Hhere are little birds ; lovest thou birds? " 

"Nay. Ay. En um ittle, ery ittle? Notiketorks. Hate 
torks; um bigger an baby." 

He th^i confided, in very broken language, that the 
Btorks, with their great flapping wings, scared hun, and were 
a great trouble and worry to him, darkening his ezistence 
more or less. 

"Ay, but my birds are very little and good, and oh, so 
pretty!" 

" Den I ikes *m ," said the child , authoritatively. " I ont 
my mammy." 

"Alas, sweet dove! I doubt I shall have to fiU her place 
asbestimay. Hast thou no daddy as well as mammy, sweet 
one?" 

Now not only was this conversation from first to last, the 
relative ages, situations, and all circumstances of the parties 
considered, as stränge a one as ever took place between two 
mortal creatures, but at or within a second or two of the 
hermit'e last question, to tum the stränge into the marvellous, 

* Query.? '^looking-glMs." 
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came an nnseen witness, to whom ereiy word Üiat ps«^ 
carried ten times the force it did to either of the speaken. 

Since, therefore, it is with her eyes jou must now see, id 
hear with her ears, I go back a step for her. 

Margaret, when she ran past Gerard, was alznost mi 
She was in that State of mind in which affectionate motiien 
have been known to kill their children, sometimes aiong wi^ 
themselves, sometimes alone, which last is certainlj maniacäL 
She ran to Reicht Heynes pale and trembling, and ciasped 
her round the neck. ^^Oh, Beicht! oh, Beicht!" andconld 
say no more. Beicht kissed her and began to whimper ; ani 
would you believe it, the great mastiff utteredone long whine: 
even his glimmer of sense taught him grief was afoot. 

'^Oh, Beicht!" moaned tibe despised beaul^, as soonas 
she could utter a word for choking, <'see how he has send 
me;" and she showed her hands that were bleeding wüi 
falling on the stony ground. '^Hethrewmedown, hewasse 
eager to fly from me. He took me for a devil ; he said I came 
totempthim. Am I the woman to tempt a man? youknoir 
me, Beicht." 

*^Nay, in sooth, sweet Mistress Margaret, the last i' the 
World." 

^^ And he would not look at my child. I'U fling myself and 
him into the Botter this night." 

^'Ohfie, fie! eh, my sweet woman, speaknotso. lamj 
man that breathes worth your child*s life?" 

"Mychüd! where is he? Why, Beicht, I have lefthim 
behind. Oh shame ! is it possible I can love him to that degrec 
astoforgetmy child? Ah! I am rightly served for it." 

And she sat down, and faithfd Beicht beside her, and 
they sobbed in one another's arms. 

After a while Margaret left off sobbing and said, doggedly, 
"Letusgohome." 

"Ay, butthebaim?" 

" Oh! he is well where he is. My heart is tomed against 
my very child. He cares nought for him ; wouldn't see him, 
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n.OT hear speak of him; and I took him there so proud, and 
xxxa,de his hair so nice I did, and put his new frock and cowl 
OTk him. Nay, tum about: if8 his child as well as mine; let 
Ixim keep it awhile : majhap that will leam him to think more 
o£ its mother and his own." 

" High words off an empty stomach ," said Reicht. 
* * Time will sho w. Come thou home." 
They departed, and Time did show quicker than he levels 
a^bbejs, for at the second step Margaret stopped, and could 
jQieither go one way nor the other , but stood stock still. 

"Beicht," said she, piteously, "what eise have I on 
eaxth? 1 cannot." 

" Who ever said you could? Think you I paid attention? 
l^ords are woman*s breath. Come back for him without more 
ado; 'tistimewewereinourbeds, muchmorehe." 

Beicht led the way, and Margaret followed readily enough 
in that direction; but as they drew nearthe cell she stopped 
again. 

"Beicht, go you and ask him will he givo me back my 
boy ; for I could not bear the sight of him." 

"Alas! mistress, this do seem a sorry ending after all 
that hath been betwixt you twain. Bethink thee now, doth 
thine heart whisper no excuse for him? dost verily hate him 
for whom thou hast waited so long? Oh weary world ! " 

" Hate him , Beicht? I would not härm a hair of his head 
for all that is in nature; but look on him I cannot; I have 
taken a horror of him. Oh I when I think of all I have suffered 
for him, and what I came here this night to do for him, and 
brought my own darling to kiss him and call him father. Ah ; 
Luke, mypoor chap, my wound showeth me thine. I have 
thought too little of thy pangs, whose true affection I de- 
spised : and now my own is despbed. Beicht , if the poor lad 
was here now, he would have a good chance." 

"Well, he is not far off," said Beicht Heynes, but some- 
how she did not say it with alacrity. 

"Speak not to me of any man," said Margaret, bitterly, 
"I hate them all." 
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" For the Bake of one ? •• 

^'Flout me not, but prithee go forward and get me whitv 
my own, my sole J07 in the world. Thou knowest I am dn 
thoms tili I have hun to my boeom again." 

Reicht went forward; Margaret sat by the road-side and 
covered her face with her apron, and rocked herseif after ^ 
manner of her country, for her soul was füll of bittemess and 
grief. So severe, indeed, was the internal conflict, thatsbe 
did not hear Beicht running back to her, and started violentir 
when the young woman laid a band npon her Shoulder. 

"Mistress Margaret!*' said Beicht, quietly, ^'take afool'i 
advice that loves ye. Go sofüy to yon cave wi* all the ean 
and eyes your motiier ever gave you." 

"Why? — what, — Beicht?" stammered Margaret 

"I thought the cave was afire, 'twas so light inside; and 
there were voices." 

"Voices?" 

"Ay, notone, buttwain, andallunlike — aman'sanda 
little child's, talking as pleasant as you and me. I am no 
great band at a keyhole for my part, 'tis paltry work; bot 
if so be voices were a-talking in yon cave, and them that 
owned thosß voices were so near to me as those are to thee, 
I'd go on all fours like a fox, and I'd crawl on my belly like 
a serpent, ere I'd lose one word that passes atwixt ihote 
twatnJ* 

^<Whisht, Beicht! Bless thee! Bide thou bere. Boss 
me! Pray forme!" 

And idmost ere the agitated words had left her Ups Mar- 
garet was fljing towards the hermitage as noiselessly as a 
lapwing. Arrived near it, she crouched, and there was 
something truly Serpentine in thegliding, flexible, noiseless 
movements by which she reached the veiy door, and there 
she found a chink and listened. And offcen it cost her a 
struggle not to burst in upon them, but wamed by defeat, 
she was cautious and resolute to let well alone. And after a 
while slowly and noiselessly she reared her head, like a snake 
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its crest, to where she saw the broadest chink of all, and 
looked with all her ejea and soul, as well as listened. 

The little boy then being asked whether he had no daddy, 
at first shook his head, and would say nothing; but being 
pressed, he suddenly seemed to remember something, and 
Said he, "Dad — da ill man; run away and leave poor 
mum — ma." 

She who heard this winced. It was as new to her as to 
Clement. Some interfering foolish woman had gone and said 
this to the boy, and now out it came in Gerard's very face. 
His ans wer surprised her; he burst out, '^The villain! the 
monsterl he must be bom without bowels to desert thee, 
Bweet one. Ah! he little knows the joy he hath tumed his 
back on. Well, my little dove , I must be father and mother 
tothee, sincethe one runs away, and t'other abandonsthee 
to my care. Now to-morrow I shall ask the good people that 
bring me my food to fetch some nice eggs and milk forthee 
as well; for bread is good enough for poor old good-for- 
nothing me , but not for thee. And I shall teach thee to read." 
"Icanyead, Icanyead." 

"Ay verily, so young? all the better; we will read good 
books together, and I shall show thee the way to heaven. 
Heaven is a beautiful place, a thousand times fairer and 
better than earth, and there be little cherubs like thyself , in 
white, glad to welcome thee and love thee. Wouldst like to 
go to heaven one day ? " 

" Ay, along wi' — my — mammy." 
"What, not without her then?" 
" Nay. I ont my mammy. Where is my mammy? " 
( Oh I what it cost poor Margaret not to burst in and clasp 
himtoherhearti) 

"Well, fret not, sweetheart, mayhap she will come 
when thou art asleep. Wilt thou be good now and sleep ? " 
" I not eepy. Ikes to talk." 
" Well talk we then ; teil me thy pretty name." 
"Baby." And he opened his eyes witii amazement at this 
great huiking creature^s ignorance. 
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"Hastnoneother?" 

"Nay." 

" What shall I do to pleasure thee, babj? Shall 1 teil 
theea Story?" 

'^likestories/' eaidtheboy, clapping bis hands. 

" Or sing thee a song? " 

"I ikes tongs/' and he became excited. 

" Choose then, a song or a story." 

"Ting I a tong. Nay, teil I a tory. Nay, üng I a tong. 
Nay — ." And the comers of his little mouth tamed down 
and he had half a mmd to weep because he could not haye 
both , and could not teil which to forego. Suddenly his little 
face deared, " Ting I a tory," said he. 

" Sing thee a story, baby ? Well, after all, why not? And 
wilt thou Sit 0* my knee and hear it?" 

"Yea." 

'< Then I must 'een doff this breastplate. 'Tis too hard for 
thy soft cheek. So. And now I must doff this bristly cilice; 
they wouldprickthy tenderskin, perhaps make itbleed, as 
theyhaveme, Isee. So. And now I put on my best pelisse, 
in honour of thy worshipful visit. See how soft and warm it is; 
bless the good soul that sent it; andnowlsit me down; so. 
And I take thee on my left knee, and put my arm under thy 
little head ; so. And then the psaltery, and play a little tone; 
so, not too loud." 

"likesdat." 

"1 am right glad on't. Now list the story." 

He chanted a child's story in a sort of recitative , singing 
a little moral refrain now and then. The boy listened mÜL 
rapture. 

"I ikes 00," said he. "Ot is oo? is oo a man?" 

" Ay, little heart, and a great sinner to boot." 

" I ikes great tingers. Ting one other tory." 

Story No. 2 was chanted. 

"I ubbs 00," cried the child, impetuously. "Ot caft* 
isoo?" 

* Graft. He meaui trade or profession. 
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**! am a hermit, love." 

* ' I ubbs vermins. Ting other one." 

But during this final Performance, Nature suddenly held 
out her leaden eceptre over the yoathful eyelids. ^'I is not 
eepy," whined he very f aintly, and succombed. 

Clement laid down his psaltery softly and began to rock 
bis new treasnre in his arms, and to crone over him a little 
lullaby well known in Tergou, with which his own mother 
liad often set him off. 

And the child sank into a profoond sleep npon his arm. 
And he stopped croning, and gazed on him with infinite ten- 
demess, yet sadness; for, at that moment he conld not help 
thinking what might have been but for a piece of paper with a 
lie in it. 

He sighed deeply. 

The next moment the moonlight borst into his cell, and 
with it, and in it, and almost as swift as it, Margaret 
Brandt was down at his knee with a timorous band upon his 
Shoulder. 

" Geraro you do not bbject üs. Yoü camnot.*' 

CHAPTER XLV. 

The Startled hermit glared from his nurseling to Margaret, 
and from her to him, in amazement, equalled onlybyhis agita- 
tion at her so unexpected retum. The child lay asleep on his 
left arm, and she was at his right knee; no longer the pale, 
Bcared, panting girl he had overpowered so easily an hour or 
two ago, but an imperial beauty, with blushing cheeks and 
sparkUngeyes, and Ups sweetlyparted in triumph, and her 
whole face radiaat with a look he could not quite read ; for he 
had never yet seen it on her; matemal pride. 

He stared and stared from the child to her, in throbbing 
amazement. 

"üs?" he gasped at last. And still his wonderstricken 
eyes tumed to and fro. 
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Margaret was surprised in her tum. It was an age of im* 
pressions not facts. " What ! " she cried , * ' doth not a fatii^ 
know bis own child? andamanof God,too? Fie, Geraid^to 
pretendl nay, thou art too wise, too good, not to have — idij 
I watched thee: and e'en now look at you twain! 'Tis ihsLt 
own flesh and blood thou holdest to thine heart." 

Clement trembled. '^What words are these/' he stam* 
mered, '^ this angel mine ? " 

"Whoseelse? since he is mine." 

Clement tumed on the sleeping child, with a look beyond 
the power of the pen to describe, and trembled all over, as his 
eyes seemed to absorb the little love. 

Margaretes eyes followed his. "He is not a bit like me," 
Said she , proudly ; "but oh at whiles he is thy yery image in 
little; and see this golden hair. Thine was the rery colour at 
his age; ask mother eise. And see this mole on Ms little 
finger; now look at thine own; there! 'Twas thy mother let 
me weet thou wast marked so before him; and oh, Gerard, 
'twas this our child found thee for me; for by that little mark 
on thy finger I knew thee for his father, when 1 watched 
above thy window and saw thee feed the birds;" here she 
seized the child's band and kissed it eagerly, and got half of it 
into her mouth, heaven knowshow. "Ah! bless thee, thou 
didst find thy poor daddy for her, and now thou hast made 
US friends again after our little quarrel; the first, the last 
Wast very cruel to me but now, my poor Gerard, and I forgiTe 
thee ; for loving of thy child." 

"Ah! ah! ah! ah! ah!" sobbed Clement, choking. 

And lowered by fasts, and unnerved by solitude, Üieonce 
streng man was hysterical, and nearly fainting. 

Margaret was alarmed, but, having experience , herpity 
was greater than her fear. " Nay, take not on so ," she mar- 
mured soothingly, and put a gentle band upon his brow. "Be 
brave! So, so. Dearheart, thou art not the first man that 
hath gone abroad, and come back richer by a lovely little seif, 
than he wentforth. Being a man of Grod take courage, and 
say He sends thee this to comfort thee for what thou hast lost 
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mme; and that is not so very much, mylamb; forsurethe 
better part of love ehall ne'er cool here to thee, though it may 
in thine, and ougbt, being a priest, and parson of G-ouda/' 

"I? priest of Gouda? Neverl" murmured Clement, Ina 
Faint voice , '* I am a friar of St. Dominic : yet speak on sweet 
Ddusic, teil me all tbat has bappened tbee, before we are 
parted again." 

Now some would on tbis bare exclaimed against parting 
at all, and raised tbe tnie qaestion in dispute. Bat sucb 
v7omen as Margaret do not repeat tbeir mistakes. It is 
very bard to defeat tbem iwiccj wbere tbeir bearts are set on a 
tbing. 

Sbe assented, and tumed ber back on Gouda mause as a 
tbing not to berecurred to ; and sbe told bim ber tale, dwelling 
above all on tbe kindness to ber of bis parents ; and, wbile sbe 
related ber troubles, bis band stole to bers, and often sbe feit 
tum wince and tremble witb Ire, and often press ber band, 
sympatbizing witb ber in every vein. 

'^Ob, piteous tale of a true beart battling alone against 
Bucb bitter odds," said be. 

"It all seems small, wben I see tbee bere again, and 
Diursing my boy. We have bad a waming, Gerard. True 
tiiends like you and me are rare, and tbey are mad to part, 
ere deatb dividetb tbem." 

"And tbat is true," said Clement, o£Pbis guard. 

And tben sbe would bave bim teil ber wbat be bad suffered 
for ber, and be bogged ber to ezcuse bim, and sbe consented; 
but by questions quietly revoked ber consent and elicited it 
all; and many a sigb sbe beaved for bim, and more tban once 
sbe bid ber face in ber bands witb terror at bis perils , tbougb 
past. 

And to console bim for all be bad gone tbrougb, sbe 
bieeled down and put ber arms under tbe little boy, and lifted 
bimgentlyup. "BLissbimsoftly," sbe wbispered. "Again, 
again ! kiss tiiy fill if tbou canst; be is sound. 'Tis all I can 
do to comfort tbee tili tbou art out of tbis foul den and in ^j 
Bweet mause yonder." 
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Clement shook bis head. 

" Well," Said she, " let that paea. BLnow that I have beco 
sore affironted for want of my lines." 

" Who hath dared afl&ront thee?" 

"No matter, those that will do it again if thou hast lost 
them, which the samts forbid." 

"I lose them? nay, there they lie, dose to thy band." 

" Wbere, where, oh where?" 

Clement bong bis head. " Look in the Yulgate. Hearen 
forgive me: I thoaght thou wert dead, and a saint io 
heaven." 

She looked, and on the blank leaves of the poor sooTi 
Yulgate she found her marriage lines. 

<<ThankGod!" she cried, "thankGk>d! Oh, bleas tiiee, 
Gerard, bloss theo ! — Why what is here, Gkrard ? " 

On Üie other leaves were pinned erery scrap of paper she 
had ever sent bim, and their two names she had once written 
together in sport , and the lock of her hair she had given him, 
and half a silver ooin she had broken with him, and a sfraw 
she had sucked her soup with the first day he ever saw her. 

When Margaret saw these proofs of love and signs of a 
gentle heart bereaved, even her ezultation at getting back 
her marriage lines was overpowered by gashing tendemess. 
She almost staggered , and her band went to her boscHn , and 
she leaned her brow against the stone cell and wcpt so silentlj 
that he did not see she was weeping; indeed she would not let 
him, for she feit that to befnend him now she must be liie 
stronger; and emotion weakens. 

" Gerard," said she, " I know you are wise and good. Yoä 
must have a reason for what you are doing, let it seem ever so 
unreasonable. Talk we like old friends. Why are you 
buriedalive?" 

^< Margaret, to escape temptation. Mj^'mpious ire against 
those two had its root in the heart; that heart then I must 
deaden , and , Dei gratiä , I shall. Shall I , a servant of Christ 
and of the Church, court temptation? Shall I pray daUy to 
be led out on*t, and walk into it with open eyes?" 
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" That is good sense any way ," eaid Margaret, with a con- 
«ommate affectation of candour. 

"Tisunanswerable," uaid Clement, withasigh. 

t^We shall see. Teil me, have 70U escaped temptation 
here? Why I ask is , when / am alone , my tiioughts are far 
more wild and fooliBh than in Company. Nay, speak sooth; 
comel" 

*'I muBt need8 own I have been worse tempted here with 
eyil imaginations than in the world.*' 

"Therenow." 

^'Ay, but so were Anthony, andJerome, Macarins, and 
Hilarion, Benedict, Bemard, and all the saints. *Twill 
wear oflf." 

"How do you know?" 

"IfeelsureitwilL" 

'^Guessing against knowledge. Here *tis men folk are 
sillier than us that be but women. Wise in their own conceits, 
they will not let themselyes see; their stomachs are too high 
to be taught by their ey es. A woman , if she went into a hole 
in a bank to escape temptation, and there found it, would just 
lift her farthingale and out on*t, and not e*en know how wise 
she was, tili she watched a man in like plight." 

'^Nay, I grant humility and a teachable spirit are the 
roads to wisdom; but, when all is said, here I wrestle but 
with imagination. At Gouda she I love as no priest or monk 
must love any but the angels , she will tempt a weak soul , un- 
willing, yet not loth, to be tempted." 

^' Aye that is another matter; / should tempt thee then? 
to what, i* Grod*s name?" 

"Whoknows? The flesh is weak." 

" Speak for yourself , my lad. Why you are thinking of 
some other Margaret, not Margaret a Peter. Was ever my 
mind tumed to folly and frailty ? Stay, is it because you were 
my husband once, as these lines avouch? Think you the 
road to folly is beaten for you more than for another? Oh! 
how shallow are the wise , and how little able are you to read 
me , who can read you so well £rom top to toe. Come , leam 
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thino ABC. Were a stranger to pro£Per me unchaste loYe , I 
should shrink a bit, no doubt , and feel sore , bat I shonld de* 
f end myself without making a coli ; f or men , I kno w , are lo, 
the best of them sometimes. Bat if yoa, that have beensj 
husband, and are my child's father, were to offer to hon^e 
me so in mine own eyes , and thine , and bis , either I shoiU 
spit in thy face , Gkrard , or , as I am not a downright yolga: 
woman, I shoald snatch tbe first weapon athand andstnke 
thee dead." 

And Margaretes eyes flashed fire, and ber nostrils ex- 
panded, that it was glorious to see; and noone that didsee 
ber coald doabt her sincerity. 

*^I had not the sense to see that," said Gerard , qaietij. 
And he pondered. 

Margaret eyed bim in silence, and soon recovered her 
composore. 

" Let not yoa and I dispate ," said she, gently ; <* speak we 
of other things. Ask me of thy folk." 

"My father?" 

"Well, and warms to thee and me. Poor soul, a drcw 
glaive on those twain that day, bat Jorian Ketel and I we 
mastered bim, and he drove them forth bis boase for eyer." 

" That may not be ; he must take them back.** 

" That he will never do for as. You know the msm ; he ii 
doar as iron: yet woald be do it for one word from one that 
will not speak it." 

"Who?" 

" The vicar of Gouda. The old man will be at the manse 
to-morrow, I hear." 

"How you come back to that." 

"Forgive me: I am bat a woman. It is us for nagging; 
shouldst keep me from it wi* questioning of me." 

"MysisterKate?" 

"Alas!" 

"What hath ill befallen e'en that sweet lily? Oat and 
alasl" 

"Be calm, sweetbeart, no barm hath her befallen. Oh, 
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lay , nay , far fro' that." Then Margaret forced herseif to be 
somposed, and in a low sweet, gentle voice she murmured to 
lim thus: "My poor G-erard, Kate hath left her trouble be- 
lind her. For the manner on't, *twas like the rest. Ah; 
juch as she saw never thirty, nor ever shall while earth shall 
ast. She smiled in pain too. A well , then , thus *twas : she 
^as took wi* a languor and a loss of all her pains.*' 

* * A loss of her pains ? I anderstand you not." 

"Ay, you are not experienced; indeed, e*en thy mother 
ilmost blinded herseif, and said , ' *tis maybe a change for the 
»etter.* But Joan Ketel, which is an understanding woman, 
jhe looked at her and said, *Downsun, down wind!* And 
;he gossips sided and said, ^Be brave, you that are her 
nother, for she is half-way to the saints/ And thy mother 
^eptsore, but Kate would not lether; and one very ancient 
pv^oman, she said to thy mother, 'She will die as easy as she 
ived hard.* And she lay painless bestpart of three days, a 
dpping of heaven aforehand. And, mydear, whenshewas 
just parting, she asked for * G^rard's little boy,* and I brought 
lim and set him on the bed, and the little thing behaved as 
peaceably as he does now. But by this time she was past 
jpeaking: but she pointed to a drawer, and her mother knew 
p^hat to look for: it was two gold angels thou hadst given her 
p^ears ago. Poor soull she had kept them tili thou shouldst 
3ome home. And she nodded towards the little boy, and 
.ooked anxious : but we understood her, and put the pieces in 
lis two hands, and, whenhis little fingers closed on them, 
ihe smiled content. And so she gave her little earthly trea- 
lures to her favourite*8 child — for you were her favourite — 
sind her immortal jewel to God, and passed so sweetly we 
lone of US knew justly when she left us. Well-a-day , well- 
i-day!" 

Gerard wept. 

"She hath not left her like on earth,'* he sobbed. "Oh 

lOw the affections of earth curl softly round my heart! I 

2annot help it: God made them after all. Speakon, sweet 

Margaret; at thy voice the past rolls its tides back upon me; 

ThQ Cloister and the Hearth, U, 23 
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the lores and the hopes of yonth come fair and gliding into 
my dark cell, and darker boBom, on waves of memoiy nd 
muBic" 

<<Gerard, I am loth togrieyeyoa, butElate criedafitöe 
when 8he first took ill, at you not being liiere to dose ber 
eyes." 

Gerard sighed. 

"You were within a leagne, bat hid yonr face frm 
her.» 

He groaned. 

" There , forgire me for nagging; I am bnt a wonuin : yoe 
woold not hare been so croel to your own flesh and blood 
knowingly, would you?" 

"Oh, no." 

"Well then, know that thy brother Sybrandt lies in mf 
Charge with a broken back , fruit of thy curse." 

"Mea culpa! mea culpa!" 

"He Ib very penitent; be yourself and forgive him this 
night!" 

" I hare forgiven him long ago." 

"Think you he can believe that from any mooth bot 
yours? Come! he is but about two butts* length hence." 

"Sonear? Whywhere?" 

"At Gouda manse. I took him there yestreen. For I 
know you, the curse was scarce cold on your lips when you 
rcpentedit" (Gerard nodded assent), "andl said to myseif, 
Gerard will thank me for taking Sybrandt to die under bis 
roof ; he will not beat his breast and cry *mea culpa,* yet 
grudge three footsteps to quiet a withered brother on his last 
bed. He may have a bee in his bonnet, but he is not a 
hypocrite , a thing all pious words and uncharitable deeds.** 

Gerard literally staggered where he sat at this tre- 
mendoos thrust. 

"Forgive me for nagging," said she. "Thy mother too 
is waiting for thee. Is it well done to keep her on thomsso 
long? She will not sleep this night Bethink thee, Gerard, 
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she 18 all to thee fhati am to this sweetchild. Ah, Ithink 
so much more of mothers since I had 1117 little Gerard. She 
sufiPeredforthee, and nursed thee , and tended fhee from boj 
to man. Priest, monk, hermit, call thyself what thou wilt, to 
her thou art bat one thing; her child." 

" Where is ahe?" murmured Gerard, in a quayering voiee. 

'^At Gouda manse, wearing the night in prayer and 
care." 

Then Margaret saw the time was come for that appeal to 
bis reason she had pnrposety resenred tili persuasion should 
haye paved the w&j for conviction. So the smith first softens 
the iron by fire ; and then brings down the sledge-hammer. 

She showed him, bat in her own good straightforward 
I>utch , that his present life was only a higher kind of selfish- 
ness ; spiritaal egotism. Whereas a priest h^d no more right 
to care onlj for his own soal than only for his own bodj. 
That was not Ms path to heaven. "Bat,'* said she, <*who- 
ever yet lost his soul by saving the soals of others? the Al- 
mighty loves him who thinks of others, and when He shall 
see thee caring for the souls of the folk ihe dake hath pat into 
thine band , He will care ten times more for thy soal than He 
does now." 

Gerard was Struck by this remark. <*Art shrewd in dis- 
pute," said he. 

"Far from it," was the reply, "only my eyes are not 
bandaged with conceit.* So long as Satan walks the whole 
earth, tempting men, and so long as the sons of Belial do 
never lock themselves in caves , but ran like ants , to and fro, 
corrupting others, the good man thatskulks apart plays the 
devil's game, or at least gives him the odds : thou a soldier of 
Christ? ask thy comrade Denys, who is but a soldier of 
the doke, ask him if ever he skulked in a hole and shunned 
the batüe because forsooth in battle is danger as well as glory 
and duty. For thy sole excuse is fear ; thou makest no secret 
on't. Go to , no duke nor king hath such cowardly soldiers 
* I think she means prejudice. 

23* 
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as Christ hath. What was that you said in fhe chnrcli at 
Rotterdam about the man in the parable, that boried iiis 
taient in the earth and so offended the giver? Tby wonder- 
ful gift for preaching, is it not a taient, and a gift £rom thy 
Creator?" 

'^Certes; suchasitis." 

<* And hast thou laid it out? or buried it? To whom hast 
thou preached these seven months? tobats andowls? Hast 
buried it in one hole with thyself and thy once good wits. 

''The Dominicans are the friars Preachers. 'Tis for 
preaching they were founded ; so thou art false to Dominic as 
well as to his master. 

"Do you remember, Gerard, when we were yonng to- 
gether, which now are old before our time, as we walked 
handed in the £elds, did you but see a sheep cast, ay three 
fields off, you WQuld leave your sweetheart (by her good will), 
and run and lift tiie sheep for charity ? Well then , at G^ouda 
is not one sheep in evil plight, but a whole flock; some cast, 
some strayed, some sick, some tainted, some a-being de- 
voured, and all for the want of a shepherd. Where is their 
shepherd? lurking in a den like a wolf ; a den in his own 
parish, out fie! out fie! 

"I scented theo out, in part, by thy kindness to the little 
birds. Take note, you Gerard Eliassoen must love somethiog, 
*tis in your blood ; you were bom to*t Shunning man you do 
but seek earthly affection a peg lower than man." 

Gerard interrupted her. " The birds are God's creatures, 
his innocent creatures, and I do well to love them, beingOod's 
creatures." 

"What, are they creatures of the same Gtod that we are, 
that he is who lies upon thy knee? " 

" You know they are." 

"Then what pretence for shunning us and being kind to 
them? Sith man is one of the animals, why pick him outto 
shun? I8*t because he is of animals the paragon? What, 
you court the young of birds , and abandon your own young? 
Birds need but bodüyfood, and, havingwings, deservescant 
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pity if they cannot ßy and find it. Bat that sweet dove upon 
thy knee, he needeth not camal only, bat spiritual food. He 
is thine as well as mine : and I have done mj share. He will 
Boon be too mach for me , and I look to Gouda^s parson to 
teach him trae piety and usefdl lore. Is he not of more valae 
than many sparrowa? " 

Gerard started and stanimered an affirmation. For she 
waited for his reply. 

"Yoa wonder," continaed she, "to hear me quote holy 
writ so glib. I have pored over it this four years, and why? 
Not becaose öod wrote it, bat becaose I saw it often in thy 
hands ere thou didst leave me. Heaven forgive me ; I am bat 
a woman. What thinkest thoa of this sentence? * Let yoar 
work so shine before men that they may see yoar good works 
and glorify yoar Father which is in heaven ! ' What is a saint 
in a sink better than * a light ander a bashel *? 

"Therefore, since the sheep committed to thy Charge 
bleat for thee and cry : * Oh desert as no longer, bat come to 
Goada manse;' since I, who know thee ten times better than 
thoa knowest thyself , do pledge my soal it is for thy soal's 
weal to go to Goada manse, — since daty to thy child, too 
long abandoned, calls thee to Goada manse, — since thy 
sovereign, whom holy writ again bids thee honoar, sends thee 
to Goada manse, — since the Pope, whom the Charch teaches 
thee to revere, hath absolved thee of thy monkish vows, and 
Orders thee to Goada manse — " 

"Ah?" 

"Since thy grey-haired mother watches for thee in dole 
and care, and tumeth oft the hoar-glass and sigheth sore that 
thoa comest so slow to her at Goada manse, — since thy 
brother, withered by thy carse, awaits thy forgiveness and 
thy prayers for his soal, now lingering in his body, at Goada 
manse , — take thoa ap in thine arms the sweet bird wi* crest 
of gold that nestles to thy bosom , and give me thy band ; thy 
sweetheart erst and wife, and now thy friend, the truest 
friend to thee this night that ere man had; and come with me 
to Goada manse ! " 
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** It IS THB voiCB op AH ANOBL ! " cricd Clement loacQy. 
'^Then hearken it, and come forth to Gonda mansel" 
The battle was won. 

Margaret lingered behind , cast her eye rapidly round tii« 
fumiture, and selected the Vulgate and the psaltery. Tht 
rest she sighed at, and let it lie. The breastplate and tk 
cilice of bristles she took and dashed with feeble ferocitjcm 
the floor. Then , seeing Gerard watch her with sorprise from 
the outside, she coloured and said: '^I am bat a woman: 
*Httie' wiU still be *spitefal.'" 

** Why encnmber thyself with those ? They are saf e." 

'< Oh , she had a reason.** 

And with this they took the road to Gonda parsonage. 
The moon and stars were so bright, it seemed almost as li^t 
asday. 

Suddenly Gerard stopped. '* My poor little birds I " 

"Whatofthem?" 

^' They will miss their food. I feed them eveiy day.'* 

** The child hath a piece of bread in bis cowl. Take that 
and feed them now, against the mom." 

*^I will. Nay , I will not He is as innocent, and nearer 
to me and to thee." 

Margaret drew a longbreath. '''Tis well. Hadst taken 
it, I might have hated thee ; I am bat a woman." 

When they had goue about a qaarter of a mile, Gerard 
sighed. "Margaret," said he, "I must e*en rest; he is too 
heavy for me." 

''Then give him me, and take thou these. Alas! alas! 
I mind when thoa wouldst have ran with the child on one 
Shoulder, and the mother on t'other." 

And Margaret carried the boy. 

"Itrow," said Gerard, lookingdown, "overmachfastiDg 
is not good for a man." 

" A many die of it each year, winter time," replled Mar- 
garet. 

Gerard pondered these simple words, and eyed her askant, 
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sarTyrng the child with perfect ease. When they had gone 
learly a mile, he said, with considerable Burprise: "You 
liought it was but two butts' length." 

"Notl." 

" Why, you said so." 

^' That is another matter." She then tumed on him the 
face of a Madonna. *^I lied," said she, sweetly. *<And to 
sa^e your soul and body , I'd maybe teil a worse lie than that, 
at need. I am bat a woman. Ah, well, it is but two butts' 
Length from here at any rate.** 

"WithoutaHe?" 

"Humph? Three,withoutalie." 

And Bure enough, in a few minutes they came up to the 
manse. 

A candle was buming in the vicar's parlour. <*She is 
waking still," whispered Margaret. 

^^Beautifiill beautifdll" said Clement, and stopped to 
lock at it. 

" What, in Hearen's name?" 

^'That little candle, seen through the window at night 
Look an it be not like some fair star of size prodigioos: it 
delighteth the eyes and warmeth the heart of those outside." 

'^Come, andm show thee something better," said Mar- 
garet, and led him on üptoe to the window. 

They looked in, and there was Catherine kneeling on the 
hassock, with her "hours" before her. 

'*Polk can pray out of a cave," whispered Margaret. 
" Ay and hit heaven with their prayers. Por *tis for a sight 
of thee she prayeth; and thou art here. Now, Gerard, be 
prepared ; she is not the woman you knew her ; her children's 
troubles have greaüy broken the brisk, light-hearted soul. 
And I see she has been weeping e'en now; she will have 
given thee up , being so late." 

^^Let me get to her," said Clement hastily, trembling 
all over. 

" That door ! I will bide here." 

When Gerard was gone to the door, Margaret, feanng the 
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sudden sorprise, gave one sharp tap at the window, and cried: 
<< Mother ! " in a loud , expressiye Yoice that Catherine read at 
once. She clasped her hands together and had half risen 
from her kneelmg postore, when the door burst open anc 
Clement flung himself wildly on his knees at her knees , witi 
his arms out to embrace her. She uttered a cry such as oikj 
a mother could. "Ah! my darlmg, my darling!** Aoi 
clong Bobbing round bis neck. And true it was, she saw 
neither a hermit, a priest, nor a monk, bat just her child, bst, 
and despaired of , and in her arms. And after a little ^rhile 
Margaret came in, with wet eyes and cheeks, and a hol/ 
calm of affection settled by degrees on these sore troobled 
ones. Andthey sat all three together, band in band, mar* 
muring sweet and loving converse; and he who sat in tfae 
middle, drank right and left their tme affection and iheir 
bnmble but genuine wisdom, and was forced to eat a good 
nourishing meal, and at daybreak was packed off to a snowy 
bed, and by-and-by awoke, as fromahideous dream, firiai 
and hermit no more , Clement no more , but G^rard Eliassoen, 
parsou of Gouda. 

CHAPTEE XLVL 

Mabgabet went back to Eotterdam long ere Gerard 
awoke, and actually left her boy behind her. She sent the 
faithful, sturdy Eeicht off to Gouda directly with a vicar's 
grey frock and large feit hat, and with minute Instructions 
how to goyem her new master. 

Then she went to Jorian Ketel; for she said to berself, 
" he is the dosest I ever met, so he is the man for me," and in 
concert with him she did two mortal sly things; yet not, in my 
opinion, virulent, though she thought they were; but if I am 
asked what were these deeds withouta name, the answeris, 
that as she, who was "but a woman," kept them secret 
tili her dying day, I, who am a man, — Verbum non amplioi 
addam." 

She kept away from Gouda parsonage. 
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Things that pass little noticed in the heat of argumenta 
sometimes rankle afterwards; and, when she came to go over 
all that had passed, she was offended at Gerard's thinking 
she could ever forget the priest in the sometime lover. " Por 
what did he take me?" said she. And this raised a great 
shyness which really she would not otherwise have feit, heing 
downwright innocent. And pride sided with modestj, and 
whispered ^^ Go no more to Gouda parsonage." 

She leffc little Gerard there to compiete the conquest her 
matemal heart ascribed to him, not to her own eloquence and 
sagacity ; and to anchor his father for ever to humanitj. 

But this generous stroke of policy cost her heart dear. She 
had never yet been parted from her boy an hour ; and she feit 
sadly Strange as well as desolate without him. Affcer the first 
dayit became intolerable; and what does the poor soul do, 
but creep at dark up to Gouda parsonage, and lurk about the 
premises like a thief tili she saw Beicht Heynes in the kitchen 
alone. Then she tapped softly at the window and said, 
'^ Beicht, for pity*s sake bring him out to me unbeknown.** 
With Margaret the person who occupied her thoughts at the 
time ceased to have a name, and sank to a pronoun. 

Beicht soon found an excuse for taking little Gerard out, 
and there was a scene of mutual rapture; followed by mutual 
tears when mother and boy parted again. 

And it was arranged that Beicht should take him half way 
to Botterdam every day, at a set hour, and Margaret meet 
them. And at these meetings, after the raptures, and after 
mother and child had gambolled together like a young cat 
and her first kitten, the boy would sometimes amuse himself 
alone at their feet, and the two women generally seized this 
opportunity to talk very seriously about Luke Peterson. This 
beganthus: 

'* Beicht," said Margaret, '^lasgood as promised bimto 
marry Luke Peterson. " Say you the word ," quoth I, " and 
rUwedhim/" 
"Poor Luke!" 
"Prithee, why poor Luke?" 
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" To be bandied about so, atwizt yea and nay." 

" Whj, Beicht, 70a have not ever been so simple ab tc 
oast an eye of a£Pection on the boy, that yon take bis part?" 

**Me?" Said Beicht, withatossofthehead. 

'*0h, I ask your pardon. Well, then, you can do m£i 
good turn." 

<< Whist! whisper! that little darling is listening to ey&j 
word, and eyes like saucers." 

On this both their heads would hare g^ne under one 
cap. 

Two women plotting against one boy? Oh 70a great 
cowardly serpents! 

Bat when these stolen meetings had gone on about fire 
days Margaret began to feel the injustice of it, and to be ini- 
tated as well as unhappy. 

And she was crying about it, when a cart came to her 
door, andinit, dean as a new penny, bis beard close shaved, 
bis bands white as snow, and a little colour in bis pale face, 
sat the yicar of Gouda in the grey firock and large feit hat ahe 
had sent him. 

She ran upstairs directly and washed away all traoe of her 
tears and put on a cap, which, being just taken out of tiie 
drawer, wascleaner, theoretically, than the one she had od; 
and came down to him. 

He seiised both her hands and kissed them, and a tear feil 
upon them. She tumed her head away at that to bide her 
own which started. 

" My sweet Margaret," he cried, " why is this? Why hold 
you aloof from your own good deed? we have been waiting 
and waiting for you every day, and no Margaret." 

"You Said things." 

"What! when I was ahermit; andadonkey." 

"Ay! no matter, you said things. And you had do 
reason." 

"Forget all I said there. Who hearkens the rayings of a 
maniac? for I see now that in a few months more I shonld 
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have been a gibbering idiot. Yet no mortal could have per- 
ßuaded me away bat y ou. Oh what an outlay of wit and good- 
ness was yoursi But it is not here I can thank and bless you 
as I ought; no, it is in the home you have given me, among 
the sheep whose shepherd you have made me; abready I love 
them dearly; there it is I must thank Hhe traest friend ever 
man had.* So now I say to you as erst you said to me, come to 
Gouda mause." 

^^ Humph I we will see about that.*' 

"Why, Margaret, think you I had ever kept the dear 
chüd so long, but that I made sure you would be back to him 
from day to day? Oh he curls round my very heart-strings, 
but what is my title to him compared to thine? Confess now, 
tbou hast had hard thoughts of me for this.** 

<* Nay, nay, not I. Ah ! thou art thyself again ; wast ever 
tboughtful of others. I*haye half a mind to go to Gouda 
mause, for your saying that." 

**Come then, with half thy mind, 'tis worth the whole of 
otherfolk's." 

"Well, I dare say I will; but there is no such mighty 
hurry," said she, coolly (she was literally buming to go). 
" Teil me first how you agree with your folk." 

" Why, already my poor have taken root in my heart." 

"I thought as much." 

"And there are such good creatures among them; simple, 
and rough, and superstitious, but wonderfully good.*' 

"Oh! leave you alone for seeiug a grain of good among a 
bushelofill." 

" Whisht ; whisht ! And, Margaret, two of them have been 
illfrlendsforfouryears, and came to the mause each toget 
on my blind side. But, give the glory to God , I got on their 
bright side, and made them &iends andlaugh atthemselves 
for their folly." 

"But are you in very deed their vicar? answer me that." 

"Certes; have I not been to the bishop and taken the 
oath, and rung the church bell, and touched the altar, the 
missal, and the holy cup, before the churchwardens? And 
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they have handed me the parish seal ; see here it is. Naj tts 
a real yicar inyiting a trae friend to Gouda manse.** 

^' Then my mind is at ease. Teil me oceans more." 

"Well , sweet one, uearest to me of all my pariBh im a pcm 
cripple that my guardian angel and his (her name tboo 
knowest eyen by this toming of thy head away) hath plaoed 
beDeath my roof. Sybrandt and I are that we never were tiH 
now, brothers. *Twould gladden thee, yet sadden tiiee to 
hear how we kissed and forgaye one another. He is fall of 
thy praises, and wholly in a pious mind; he says he is happier 
since his trouble than e*er he was in the days of his strength. 
Oh! out of my house he ne*er shall go to any place bat 
heayen." 

"Teil me somewhat that happened thyself, poor sonl! 
All this is good, but yet no tidings to me. Do I not know thee 
ofold?" 

"Well, let me see. At first I was much dazzled by the 
sunlight, and could not go abroad (owl!); but that is past; 
and good Beicht Heynes — humph I " 

"Whatofher?" 

" This to thine ear only , for she is a diamond. Her yoice 
goes through me like a knife, and all yoices seem loud bot 
äine, which is so mellow sweet. Stay, now I'U fit ye with 
tidings: I spake yesterday with an old man that conceits he is 
ill-tempered, and sweats to pass for such with others , but oh! 
so threadbare, and the best good heart beneath.** 

" Why *tis a parish of angels," said Margaret, ironically. 

"Then why dost thou keep out on't?" retorted (Jeiird. 
"Well, he was telling me there was no parish in Holland 
where the deyil hath such power as at Gouda ; and among his 
instances, says he , ' We had a hermit , the höhest in Holland; 
but, being Gouda , the deyil came for him this week , and took 
him, bag and baggage: not a ha*porth of him left but & 
goodish piece of his skin, just for all the world like a hedge- 
hog's, and a piece o* old iron fiirbished up.' " 

Margaret smiled. 

"Aye, but," continued Gerard, "the stränge thing is, tiie 
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cave has verily fallen in; and, had I been so perverse as resist 
thee, it had assuredlj buried me dead there where I had 
buried myself alive. Therefore in this I see the finger of 
Providence, condemning my late, approving my present, way 
of lif e. What sayest thou? " 

"Nay, can I pierce the like mysteries? I am but a 
woman." 

" Somewhat more , methinks. This very tale proves thee 
my guardian angel, and all eise avouches it: so come to 
Gouda manse." 

"Well, go you on, I'll foUow." 

" Nay, in the cart with me." 

"Not so." 

"Why?" 

"Can I teil why and wherefore, being a woman? All 1 
know is I seem — to feel — to wish — to come alone." 

"So be it then. I leave thee the cart, being, as thou 
sayest, a woman, and TU go a-foot being a man again, with 
the joyful tidings of thy Coming." 

When Margaret reached the manse the first thing she saw 
was the two Gerards together, the son performing his Capric- 
cios on the plot, and Üie father slouching on a chair, in his 
great hat, with pencil and paper, trying very patiently to 
sketch him. 

After a warm welcome he showed her his attempts. "But 
in vain I strive to ßx him," said he, "for he is incamate 
quicksilver. Yet do butnote his changes, infinite, bat none 
ungracious : all is supple and easy ; and how he melteth from 
one posture to another." He added presently, "Woe to 
Illuminators ! looking on thee, sir baby , I see what awkward, 
lopsided, ungainly toads I and my fellows painted missals 
with, and called them cherubs and seraphs." Finally he 
threw the paper away in despair, and Margaret couveyedit 
secretly into her bosom. 

At night when they sat round the peat fire he bade them 
observe how beautiful the brass candlesticks and other glit- 
t^ring metals were in the glow froii[i the hearth. Catherine'9 
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eyas sparkled at this Observation. < < And oh the Sheets I lie in 
here,** said he, '^often my conscience pricketh me and saidi, 
< Who art thou to He in Imt like web of snow?' Dives wai 
ne'er so flaxed as I. And to think that there are folk in the 
World that have all the beautiful things which I have hoe, 
jet not content. Let them pass siz months in a hermit's cell 
seeing no face of man; then will they find how lovely and 
pleasantthiswicked World is; and eke that men and wosien 
are Gbd's fairest creatures. Margaret was always fair: bnt 
never to my eye so bright as now." Margaret shook her 
head incredulously. Gerard continued: '<My mother was 
eyer good and kind, bat I noted not her exceeding comelinesi 
tiUnow." 

''Nor I neither,** said Catherine: ''a score years ago I 
might pass in a crowd, but not now.** 

Gerard dedared to her, that each age had its beaofy: 
''See this mild grey eye,** said he, "that hath looked 
motherly love upon so many of os, all that love hath lefths 
shadow, and that shadowis a beauty which defieth Time. 
See this delicate lip, these pure white teeth. See this well- 
shaped brow, where comeliness jast passeth into reverenee. 
Art beautiful in my eyes, mother dear.** 

'^ And that is enough for me, my darling. 'Tis time yon 
were in bed, child. Ye have to preach the mom.** 

And Beicht Heynes and Catherine interchanged a look 
which said, " We two have an amiable maniac to superintend; 
calls everything beautiful.** 

The nezt day was Sunday ; and they heard him preach in 
his own church. It was crammed with persons, who came 
curious, but remained devout. Never was his wonderful gift 
displayed more powerfully: he was himself deeply moved by 
the first sight of all his people, and his beweis yeamed over 
this flock he had so long neglected. In a Single sennon, 
which lasted two hours and seemed to last but twenty minutea, 
he declared the whole scripture : he terrified the impenitent 
and thoughtless, confirmed the wavering, consoled the be- 
reaved and the afdicted, uplifted the hearts of the poor, and, 
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when he ended, lett the multitade standing, rapt, and un- 
willing to believe the divine mosic of bis Yoice and soul had 
ceased. 

Need I b&j that two poor women in a comer sat entranced, 
with Streaming ejes. 

"Wherevergat he it all?" whispered Catherine with her 
apron to her eyea. " B7 our Lady not from me." 

As soon as they were hj themselves Margaret threw her 
arms round Catherine's neck and kissed her. 

<<Mother, mother, I am not quite a happy woman, bat oh 
I am a proud one." 

And she vowed on her knees never hj word or deed to let 
her love come between this young saint and heaven. 

Beader, did you ever stand by the sea-shore after a storm, 
when the wind happens to bare gone down suddenly? The 
waves cannot cease with their cause; indeed, they seem at 
first to the ear to lash the sounding shore more £ercely than 
while the wind blew. Still we are conscious that inevitable 
calm has begun, and is now but rocking them to sleep. So it 
was with those true and tempest-tossed lovers £rom that 
eventful night, when they went band in band beneath the 
itars from Gouda hermitage to Gouda mause. 

At times a loud wave would every now and then come 
roaring; but it was only memory's echo of the tempest that 
had swept their lives: the storm itself was over; and the 
boiling waters began from that moment to go down, down, 
down, gently, but inevitably. 

This image is to supply the place of interminable details, 
tbat would be tedious and tame. What best merits attention 
at present, is the general Situation, and the stränge com- 
plication of feeling that arose from it. History itself, though 
a fax more daring storyteller than romance, presents few 
things so Strange^ as the footing on which Gerard and Mar- 

* Let me not be nnderatood to apply thia to tbe bare outline of the re- 
lation. Many bishops and prlests, and not a fewpopes, had wirea and 
children aa laymen ; and entering Orders were parted firom tbe wirea and 
not from the children. But in the oaae before the reader are the additionai 
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garet now lived for many yeara. United by present affectioo, 
past familiarity, and a marriage irregulär, but legal; sepa- 
rated by holy Church and by their own consciences whki 
sided unreservedly with holy Church: separated by tbe 
Church, but united by a living pledge of affection, la^rfol ii 
every sense at its datc. 

And living but a few miles from one another, and sbe 
calling bis mother ^^mother/' For some years she alwaj: 
took her boy to Gonda on Sunday, retuming home at daA. 
Go when ehe would, it was always Ute at Gouda manse, sd 
she was received like a little queen. Catherine, in theie 
days, was nearly always with her, and Eli very offcen. Tergon 
had so little to tempt them, compared with Rotterdam; and 
at last they left it altogether, and set np in the capitaL 

And thus the years glided: so harren now of striking in- 
cidents, so void of great hopes, and free from great feais, 
and so like one another, that without the help of dates I could 
scarcely indicate the progress of time. 

However, early next year, 1471, the Duchess of Burgondj 
with the open dissent, but secret connivance of the duke, 
raised forces to enable her dethroned brother, Eklward tbe 
Fourth of England, to invade that kingdom; our old friend 
Denys thus enlisted, and passing through Rotterdam to the 
ships, heard on his way that Gerard was a priest, and Mtf* 
garet alone. On this he told Margaret that marriage was not 
a habit of his, but that as his comrade had put it out of his 
own power to keep troth, he feit bound to offer to keep it for 
him; ^^for a comrade's honour is dear to us as our own," 
Said he. 

She stared, then smiled, ^*I choose rather to be still thy 
she-comrade," said she; "closer acquainted we might not 
agree so well." And in her character of she-comrade she 
equipped him with a new sword of Antwerp make, and s 

features of a strong surriving attachment on both sides, and of neighbo1I^ 
hood , besides that here the man had been led into holj ordert by a fiüM 
•tatement of the woman^s death. On a summary of all the essential fef 
toroB, the Situation was, to the best of my belief, unique. 
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double handM of silver. '^I give thee no gold," said ahe; 
*'for *ti8 thrown awaj as quick as silyer, and harder to win 
back. Heaven send thee safe out of all thj perils; there be 
f amous fair women jonder to beguile thee with their faces, as 
well as men to hash thee with their axes.*' 

He was hurried on board at La Yere, and neyer saw 
Gerard at that time. 

In 1473, Sjbrandt began to fall. Eis pitiable ezistence 
had been sweetened bj his brother*s inyentiye tendemess, 
and his own contented spirit, which, his antecedents con- 
ßidered, was truly remarkable. As for Gerard, the day 
neyer passed that he did not deyote two hours to him ; reading 
orsingingto him, praying with him, and drawing him about 
in a soft carriage Margaret and he had made between them. 
When the poor soul found his end near, he begged Margaret 
znight be sent for; she came at once, and almost with liis last 
breath he sought once more that forgiyeness she had long 
ago accorded. She remained bj him tili the last; and he 
died blessing and blessed, in the arms of the two true loyers 
he had parted for life. Tantum religio seit suadere boni. 

1474 there was a wedding in Margaret's house. Luke 
Peterson and Seicht Heynes. 

This may seem less stränge if I giye the purport of the 
dialogue interrupted some time back. 

Margaret went on to say, *'Then in that case you can 
easily make him fancyyon, and for my sake you must, for 
my conscience it pricketii me, and I must needs fit him with a 
wife, the best I know.** Margaret then instructed Seicht to 
be always kind and good humoured to Luke; and she would 
be a model of peeyishness to him. *' But be not thou so simple 
as run me down," said she. **Leaye that to me. Make thou 
excuses for me ; I will make myself black enow." 

Seicht receiyed these Instructions like an order to sweep a 
room, and obeyed them punctually. 

When they had subjected poor Luke to this double artil- 
lery for a couple of years, he got to look upon Margaret as 
bis fog and wind, and Seicht as his sunshine: and his afr 
The aoister and the Hearlh. IL 24 
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fections transferred themselves, he scarce knew liow ar 
when. 

On the wedding day Reicht embraced Margaret m 
thanked her almost with tears. *^He was alwajs inj fancy,' 
Bald she, ^^from the first hour I clapped eyes on him.** 

^^Hejdaj, jou never told me that What, Beicht, sie 
yon as sly as the rest?" 

^'Nay, nay/* said Beicht eagerly; *^but I never thongM 
yon would really part with him to me. In my country ^ 
mistress looks to be served before the maid." 

Margaret settled them in her shop, and gave them half tbe 
Profits. 

14?6 and 7 were years ofgreattroubleto Gerard, who« 
conscience compelled him to oppose the Pope. His Holiness, 
siding with the Grej Friars in their determination to swamp 
eyery palpable distinction between the Yirgin Mary and her 
Son, bribed the Christian world into his crotchet by proffei- 
ing pardon of all sins to such as would add to the Ave Maij 
this clause: '^and blessed be thyMother Anna, £rom whom, 
without blot of original sin, proceeded thy virgin flesh.'* 

Gerard, in common with many of the northem clergy, 
held this sentence to be flat heresy; he not only refnsed to 
utter it in his church, but wamed his parishioners against 
using it in private ; and he refused to celebrate the new feast 
the Pope invented at the same time, viz., "the feast of the 
miraculous conception of the Yirgin." 

But this drew upon him the bitter enmity of the Fran- 
ciscans, and they were strong enough to put him into more 
than one serious difficulty , and inflict many a little mortifica- 
tion on him. 

In emergencies he consulted Margaret, and she always 
did one of two things, either she said, "I do not see mj 
way ; " and refused to guess ; or eise she gave him advice that 
proved wonderfully sagacious. He had genius; bat she had 
marvellous tact. 

And where affection came in and annihilated the woman's 
judgment, he stepped in his tum to her aid. Thos, though she 



AND THE HEABTH. 371 

knew she was spoüing little Gerard, and Catherine was 
ruining him for llfe, she would not part with him, bat kept 
him at home , and his abilities uncultivated. And there was a 
shrewd boy of nine years, instead of leaming to work and 
ohey, playing about and leaming seifishness £rom their 
infinite unsclfishness, and tyrannizing with a rod of iron over 
two women, both of them sagacions and spirited, but rednced 
bj their fondness for him to the exact level of idiots. 

Gerard saw this with pain, and interfered with mild but 
firm remonstrance; and after a considerable struggle pre- 
vailed, and got little Grerard sent to the best school inEurope, 
kept by one Haaghe at Deventer: this was in 1477. Miuiy 
tears were shed, but the great progress the boy made at that 
famous school reconciled Margaret in some degree, and the 
fidelity of Beicht Heynes, now her partner in business, 
enabled her to spend weeks at a time hovering over her boy at 
Deventer. 

And so the years glided; and these two persons subjected 
to as strong and constant a temptation as can well be 
conceived, were each other*s guardian angels; and not each 
other*s tempters. 

To be sure the well-greased morality of the nezt Century, 
which taught that solemn yows to God are sacred in propor- 
tion as they are reasonable, had at that time entered no single 
niind; and the alternative to these two minds was self-denial, 
or sacrilege. 

It was a Strange thing to hear them talk with unrestrained 
tendemess to one another of their boy; and an icy barrier 
between themselves all the time. 

Eight years had now passed thus, and Gerard, fairly 
compared with men in general, was happy. 
But Margaret was not. 

The habitual expression of her face was a sweet pensive- 
ness; but sometimes she was irritable and a little petulant. 
She even snapped Gerard now and then. And, when she 
went toseehim, ifamonk was with him, she would tum her 
back and go home. 

24* 
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She hated the monks for having parted G^erard and lier^ 
and Bhe inocolated her boy with a contempt for them wbieh 
lasted him tili bis dying day. 

Gerard bore with her like an angel. He knew her heait 
of gold, and hoped this 111 gast woold blow over. 

He himself being now tiie right man in the right place tiü 
many years, loving bis pariBbioners , and beloved bj them, 
and oceupied from mom tili night in goodworks, recoyered 
the natural cbeerfulness of bis disposition. To teil the trath, 
a part of bis jocoBeness was a blind: he was the greate« 
peacemaker, exceptMr. Harmonyintbeplay, thateverwas 
bom. He reconciled more enemies in ten years than hii 
predecessors had done in three bundred; and one of bis 
manoeurres in the peace-making art was to make the qoar- 
rellers laugh at the cause of quarrel. So did he undennine 
the demon of discord. Bat, independently of that , he reallj 
loved a barmless joke. He was a wonderful tamer of animab. 
squirrels, bares, fawns, &c. So half in j est, a parishioner 
who had a mule supposed to be possessed with a devil, gaye rt 
bim, and said, '^Tame tbis vagabone, parson, if je can." 
Well, in about sizmonths, Heavenknowshow, henotonlj 
tamed Jack, but won bis a£fections to such a degree, ihaX 
Jack would come running to bis whistle like a dog. One daj, 
having taken shelter from a shower on the stone setüe outnde 
a certain public-house, he hearda toper inside, a stranger, 
boasting be could take more at a draught than anj man k 
Gouda. He instantly marched in, and said, '^ What, lads, do 
none of je take him up for the honour of G<>uda? Sball it be 
said that there came hitber one from another parisb a greater 
sot than any of us? Nay, then , I your parson do take him np. 
Go to; 1*11 find theo a parishioner sball drink more at a 
draught than thou.'* 

A bet was made: Gerard wbistled; in clattered Jack— 
for he was taught to come into a room with the utmost compo- 
sure — and put bis nose into bis backer*s band. 

**A pair of buckets!" shouted G^rard, ^'and let ussee 
which of tbese two sons of asses can drink most at a draught' 
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' On another occasion two fanners had a dispute whose hay 
' was the best. Failing to convince each other, they said, 
<^ We'll ask parson;" for by this time he was their referee in 
■ every mortal thing. 

* * Ho w lucky you thought of me ! " said Gerard. * * Why , I 
have got one staying with me who is the best jndge of hay in 
Holland. Bring me a double handful apiece." 

So when they came, he had them into the parlour, and 
put eaeh bündle on a chair. The.n he whistled, andinwalked 
Jack. 

''Lord a mercy ! " said one of the farmers. 

''Jack," said Üie parson, in the tone of conversation, "just 
teil US which is the best hay of these two." 

Jack sniffed them botii, and made his choice directly; 
proving his sincerity by eating every morsel. The farmers 
slapped their thighs , and scratched their heads. " To think 
of we not thinking o* that." And they each sent Jack a 
truss. 

So Gerard got to be called the merry parson of Gouda. 
But Margaret, who like most loving women had no more 
sense of humour than a turtledoye, took this veiy ill. "What!" 
said she to herseif, "is there nothing sore at the bottom of his 
heart that he can go about playing the zany?" She could 
understand pious resignation and content, but not mirth, in 
true lovers parted. And whilst her woman*s nature was 
perturbed by this gust (and women seem more subject to 
gusts than men) came that terrible animal, abusybody, to 
work upon her. Catherine saw she was not happy , and said 
to her, " Your boy is gone from you. I would not Uve alone all 
xny days if I were you. ** 

" He is more alone than I," sighed Margaret. 

" Oh, a man is a man : but a woman is a woman. You must 
not think all of him and none of yourself. Near is your kirtle, 
but nearer is your smock. Besides , he is a priest and can do 
HO better. But you are not a priest. He has got his parish, 
and his heart is in that. Bethink thee! Time flies; overstay 
not thy market. Wouldst not like to have three or four more 
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litüe darlings about thy knee now they have robbed tbee of 
poor little Gherard, and sent him to yon naaty school?" Am 
80 ehe worked npon a mind already iiritated. 

Margaret had many Buitors ready to marry her at a woid 
or even a look, and among them two merchants of the better 
class, y an Scheit and Oostwagen. '^ Take one of thoee two,' 
Said Catherine. 

" Well, I will ask Gerard if I may,** said Margaret one cUy 
with a flood of tears ; '* for I c^innot go on the way I am." 

" Why, you would never be so simple as ask him? " 

^' Think you I would be so wicked as many without bis 
leave?" 

Accordingly she actually wenttoGouda, and afterhaog- 
ingherhead, andblushing, andcrying, and saying ehe was 
miserable, told him bis mother wished her to marry one of 
those two ; and if he approved of her marrying at all, wonld be 
nse bis wisdom, and teil her which he thonght wonld be the 
kindest to the little Gerard of those two.; for herseif shedid 
not care what became of her. 

Gerard feit as if she had put a soft band into bis body, and 
tom bis heart out with it. But the priest with a mighty effort 
mastered the man; In a yoice scarcely audible be declined 
tbis responsibility. <* 1 am not a saint or a prophet," said he; 
^' I might advise tbee ill. I shall read the marriage service for 
tbee ," faltered he ; " it is my right. No other would pray for i 
tbee as I should. But thou must choose for thyself : and oh! 
let me see tbee happy. This four months past thou hast not 
been happy." 

"A discontented mind is never happy,** said Margaret 

She left him, and he feil on bis knees , and prayed for help 
from above. 

Margaret went home pale and agitated. ^^Motber," said 
she, ^* never mention it to me again, or we shall quarrel." 

^*He forbade you? Well, more shame for him , that is aU.** 

'^He forbid me? He did not condescend so far. He was 
as noble as I was paltry. He would not choose for me for 
fear of choosing me an ill husband. But he would read the 
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Service fbr my groom and me : liiat was bis right. Oh, mother, 
what a heartless creature I was ! " 

<< Well, I thonglit not he had that much sense." 
^^ Ah, yon go hj the poor soul's words: bat I rate words as 
air when the face speaketh to miue eye. I saw the priest and 
the true lover a-fighting in his dear face , and his check pale 
with the strife, and ohi his poor lip trembled as he said the 
stout-hearted words — Oh! oh! oh! oh! oh! oh! oh!" And 
Märgaret burst into a yiolent passion of tears. 

Catherine groaned. " There, give it up without more ado," 
said she. ^'You two are chained togetiiier for lifo; and, if 
God is merciful, that won't be for long; for what are jou? 
neither maid , wife, nor widow." 

^^Giye it up?" said Margaret: ''that was done long ago. 
All I think of now is comforting him ; for now I haye been and 
made him nnhappy too, wretch and monster that I am." 

So the next day they both went to Gouda. And Gerard, 
who had been praying for resignation all this time, received 
her with peculiar tendemess as a treasure he was to lose ; bat 
she was agitated and eager to let him see withoat words that 
she would never marry, and she f awned on him like a little 
dog to be forgiyen. And as she was going away she mar- 
mured, "Forgiye ! and forget ! I am bat a woman." 

He misunderstood her, and said , ''All I bargain for is , let 
me see thee content; for pity's sake, let me not see thee im- 
happy as I haye this while." 

"My darling, you neyer shall again," said Margaret, with 
with Streaming eyes, and kissed his band. 

He misunderstood this too at first; bat when month after 
month passed, and he heard no more of her marriage, and 
she came to Gouda comparatiyely cheerful, and was eyen 
civil to Father Ambrose, a mild benevolent monk from the 
Dominican convent hard by — then heunderstoodher; and 
one day he invited her to walk alone with him in the 
sacred paddock: and before I relate what passed between 
them, I must give its history. When Gerard had been four or 
fiye days at the mause looking out of window, he uttered an 
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exclamation of joy. "Mother, Margaret, here is one of mr 
birds: another, another; four, siz, nine. A miracle! i 
miracle!** 

"Why, how can you teil your birds £rom their feUowsf 
Bald Catherine. 

"I know every feather in their wings. And see : thereb 
the little darling whose beak I gilt, bless it ! " 

And presenüy bis rapture took a serioos tum, and he saw 
Heayen's approbation in this conduet of the birds as hedidin 
the fall of the cave. This wonderfully kept alive bis friend- 
ship for animals: and he enclosedapaddock, and drove sU 
the Bons of Cain from it with threats of exconununication. 
*^0n this little spot of earth we*ll have no murder,'* said he. 
He tamed leverets and partridges, and little birds, and bares, 
and roe-deer. He found a squirrel with a broken leg; he set 
it with infinite difficulty and patience: and during the eure 
showed it repositories of aeoms , nnts, chestnuts, &c. And 
this squirrel got well and went off, bat ylsited him in haid 
weather, and broaght a mate, and nezt year little sqniirels 
were found to have imbibed their parents* sentiments : and of 
all these animals each generation was tamer than the last 
This set the good parson thinking, and gave him the true clae 
to the great successes of medisBYal hermits in taming wild 
animals. 

He kept the key of this paddock, and never let any man 
but him seif enter it: nor would he even let little Grerard go 
there without him or Margaret. ^'Children are all little 
Cains," said he. 

In this oasis then he spoke to Margaret, and said, "Dear 
Margaret, I have thought more than ever of thee of late, 
and have asked myself why I am content, and thou un- 
happy." 

^'Because thou art better, wiser, holier, than I; that is 
all," said Margaret, promptly. 

"Our lives teil another tale," said Gerard, thoughtfollj. 
"I know thy goodness and thy wisdom too well to reason 
thus perversely. Also I know that I love thee as dear as 
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tbou, Ithink, lovestme. Yet am I happier than thou. Whj 
is this 80?" 

^^Dear Gerard, I am as happy as a woman can hope to be 
this aide the grave." 

"Not so happy as L Now for the reason. First then I 
am a priest, and this, the one great trial and disappointment 
Grod giyeth me along with so manyjoys, whyl share it with 
amultitade. Foralas! I am not the only priest by thousands 
that must never hope for entire earthly happiness. Here then 
thy lot is harder than mine." 

"But Gerard, I have my child to loye. Thou canst not 
£11 thy heart with him as his mother can. So you may set this 
against yon." 

"And I have ta*en him from theo: it was cruel; bat he 
iv^ould have broken thy heart one day if I had not. Well then, 
sweet one, I come to where the shoe pincheth, methinks. I 
have my parish, and it keeps my heart in a glow from mom 
tili night. There is scarce an emotion that my folk stir not up 
in me many times a day. Often their sorrows make me weep, 
sometimes their perversity kindles a little wrath, and their 
absurdity makes me laugh, and sometimes their flashes of 
imezpected goodness do set me all of a glow: and I could hug 
'em. Meantime thou, poor soul, sittest with heart — " 
"Of lead, Gerard, ofveiylead." 

" See now, how unkind thy lot compared with mine. Now, 
how if thou couldst be persuaded to warm thyself at the fire 
that warmeth me." 
"Ah, ifl could?" 

"Hast but to will it. Come among my folk. Take in 
thine hand the alms I set aside , and give it with kind words ; 
heax their sorrows : they shall show you lif e is füll of troubles, 
and, as thou sayest truly, no man or woman without their 
thom this side the grave. In-doors I have a map of Gouda 
parish. Not to o'erburden thee at first, I will put twenty 
housen mider thee with their folk. What sayest thou? but 
for thy wisdom I had died a dirty mauiac, and ne'er seen 
Gouda mause , nor pious peace. Wilt profit in tum by what 
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little wisdom / have to soften her lot to whom I do owe 
all?" 

Margaret assented warmly: and a happy tlim^ it wasf» 
the little distriet assigned to her: it was as if an angel had 
descended on them. Her fingers were never tired of knitting, 
or cntting for them, her heart of B3rmpathi2ing with thos. 
And that heart expanded and waved its drooping wings; and 
the glow of good and gentle deeds began to spread orer it: 
and ehe was rewarded in another way , by being brought infto 
more contact with Gerard, and also with his spirit. All thk 
time malicioos tongues had not been idle. '^ If Üiere is nonght 
between them more than meets the eye, why doth she not 
many?" &c. And I am sony to saj our old fnend, Joan 
Ketel , was one of these coarse sceptics. And now , one winta 
evening she got on a hot scent. She saw Margaret and Gerard 
talking eamestly together on the Boulevard. She whipped 
behind a tree. " Now TU hear something ," said she : and so 
she did. It was winter; there had been one of those tremen- 
dous floods followed by a sharp frost, and G^rard in despair 
as to where he should lodge forty or fifty honseless folk ontof 
the Piercing cold. And now it was, <^0h dear, dear Mar- 
garet, what shall I do? The manse Ib fall of them, ands 
Sharp frost coming on this night." 

Margaret reflected , and Joan listened. 

<*You must lodge them in the church," said Margaret, 
quietly. 

"In thechurch? Profanation." 

"No: charity profanes nothing; not eyena church: soils 
nought, not even a church. To-day is but Tuesday. Go 
save their lives ; for a bitter night is coming. Take thy stove 
into the church: and there house them. We will dispose of 
them here and there ere the Lord*s day." 

"And I could not think of that: bless thee, sweet Mar- 
garet; thy mindis strenger than mine, andreadier." 

"Nay, nay, awomanlooks but a little way; therefore she 
sees dear. TU come over myself to-morrow." 

And on this they parted with mutual blessings. 
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Joan glided home remorBefdl. 

And after that she used to check all surmises to their dis- 
credit "Beware/* she would saj, ^^estsome augelshould 
blister thy tongue. Gerard and Margaret paramours? I teil 
ye thej are two saints which meet in secret to plot charity to 
the poor." 

In the sammer of 1481 Gerard determined to provide 
against similar disasters recurring to his poor. Accordingly 
he made a great hole in his income, and bled his friends (zeal- 
ous parsons always do that) to boild a large Xenodochium to 
receive the victims of flood or fire. Giles and all his friends 
werekind, butall was not enough; when lol theDominican 
inonks of Gouda, to whom his parlour and heart had been 
open f or years, came out nobly and put down a handsome sum 
to aid the charitable vicar. 

" The dear good souls ," said Margaret, " who would have 
thoughtiti" 

"Any one who knows them/' said Gerard. "Who more 
charitable than monks? " 

" Go to I They do but give the laity back a pig of their 
ovm sow." 

^ ^ And what more do I ? What more doth the duke ? " 
Then the ambitious vicar must build almshouses for de- 
cayed true men in their old age, dose to the mause, that he 
might keep , and feed them , as well as lodge them. And, 
his money being gone , he asked Margaret for a few thousand 
bricks, and just took off his coat and tumed builder: and as 
he had a good head, and the strength of a Hercules, with 
the zeal of an artist, up rose a couple of almshouses parson 
buüt. 

And at this work Margaret would sometimes bring him 
his dinner, and add a good bottle of Bhenish. And once, 
seeing him run up a plaüok with a wheelbarrow füll of bricks, 
which really most bricklayers would have gone staggenng 
under, she said, "Times are changed since I had to carry 
little Gerard for thee." 

"Ay, dear one, thanks to thee." 
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When the fint home was finished, the qnestion was wbo 
they Bhoold put into it ; and being f astidions orer it like a new 
toy, there was mach hesitation. Bat an old £dend amTed in 
time to Bettle this qaestion. 

As Gerard was passing a pablic-hoose in Rotterdam one 
day, iie heard a weU-known Yoice. Helookedup^ andthoe 
was Denys of Bargandy; bat sadly changed : his beaid 
stained with grey, and bis clothes wom and ra^ged ; hehad 
a cairass still, and gaimtlets, bat a staff instead of an arbalest 
To the Company he appeared to be bragging and boasting; 
bat in reality he was giving a trae relation of £dward the 
Foarth's invasion of an armed kingdom with 2000 man, and 
his march throagh the coantry with armics capable of 
swallowing him, looking on, his battles at Tewkesbmy and 
Bamet, and reoccapation of his capital and kingdom in three 
months affcer landing at the Hamber with amixed handfolof 
Datch, English, and Bargandians. 

In this, the greatest feat of arms the coantry had seen, 
Denys had shone ; and whilst sneering at the warlike preten- 
sions of Charles the Bold, a dake with an itch, bat no talent, 
for fighting, and proclaiming the English king the first captun 
of the age, did not forget to exalt himself. 

Gerard listened with eyes glittering affection and fan. 
"And now," said Denys, "after all these feats, patted on 
the back by the gallant yoimg Prince of Gloacester, and 
smiled on by the great captain himself, here I am lamed for 
life; by what? by the kick of a horse , and this night I know 
not where I shall lay my tired bones. I had a comrade once in 
these parts, that woald not haye let me lie far from him. 
Bat he tamed priest and deserted his sweetheart; so 'tis not 
likely he woald remember his comrade. And ten years play 
sad havoc with oar hearts , and limbs , and all." Poor Denjs 
sighed ; and Gerard*s bowels yeamed over him. 

" What words are these? " he said, with a great galp in his 
throat. "Who gradges a brave soldier sapper and bed? 
Come home with me ! " 

"Mach obliged ; bat I am no lover of priests." 
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''Nor I of Boldiers; bat wliat is supper and bed between 
kwotruemen?" 

"Notmuchtoyou; but something to me. Iwillcome." 

''In one hour," said Gerard, and went in high spirits to 
Dklargaret, and told her thetreat in störe, and she must come 
and share it. She must drive his mother in his little carriage 
up to the mause with all spced, and make readj an ex- 
cellent supper. 

Then he himself borrowed a cart, and drove Denjs up 
rather slowly, to give the women time. 

On the road Denys found out this priest was a kind soul; 
so told him his trouble, and confessed his heart was pretty 
near broken. "The great use our stout hearts, and arms, 
and lives, tili we are wom out, and then fiing us away like 
broken tools." He sighed deeply , and it cost Gerard a great 
struggle, not to hug him then and there, and teil him. But he 
wanted to do it all like a story book. Who has not had this 
fancy once in his life? Why Joseph had it; all the better 
forus. 

They landed at the little house. It was as clean as a 
penny; the hearth blazing, and supper set 

Denys brightened up "Is this your house, reverend 
sir?" 

"Well, 'tismywork, and with thesehands; but *tis your 
house." 

"Ah, no such luck,** said Denys, withasigh. 

"But I say ay," shouted Gerard. "And what is more. 

I " (gulp) "say — " (gulp) 'COÜBAQB, camabade, lb diablb 

EST HOBT ! ' " 

Denys started, and almost staggered. "Why what?" 
he stammered , " w— wh — who art thou that bringest me back 
the merry words and merry days of my youth?" And he was 
greatly agitated. 

"My poor Denys, I am one whose face is changed, but 
noughtelse: tomy heart, dear trusty comrade, tomy heart." 
And he opened his arms, with the tears in his eyes. But 
Denys came close to him, and peered in his face, and de« 
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voured every featare; and when he was snre it was reallj 
Grerard, he attered a cry so vehement it brou^ht the womeo 
ninning from the hoose, and feil upon G«rard*s neck, and 
kissed him again and again, and sank on his knees, and 
laaghed and sobbed with joy so terribly that Gerard momned 
his folly in doing dramas. Bat the women with their gentie 
soothing ways soon composed the brave fellow; and he aas 
smiling, and holding Margaret*s band and Grerard's. And 
they all supped together, and went to their beds with heaits 
warmasatoast, andthebrokensoldierwasatpeace, and in 
his own house, and under his comrade's wing. 

His natural gaiety retumed, and he resumed his consigne 
after eight years* disnse, and hobbled about the place en* 
livening it, bat offended the parish mortally by calling tiie 
adored vicar comrade, and nothing bat comrade. 

When they made a fuss aboat this to Gerard j he jost 
looked in their faces and Said, ^'Whatdoesit matter? Break 
him of swearing, and you shall have my thanks." 

This year Margaret went to a lawyer to make her will, 
for withoat this she was told her boy might have troable some 
day to get his own, not being bom in lawful wedlock. The 
lawyer, however, in conversation, expressed a difPerent 
opinion. 

^' This is the babble ofchurchmen," saidhe. ''Yonrsisa 
perfect marriage, though an irregulär one." 

He then inf ormed her that throughout Eorope , ezcepting 
only the southem part of Britain, tibere were three irregolar 
marriages, the highest of which was hers, viz., a betrotbal 
before witnesses. 

"This," Said he, "if not foUowed by matrimonial inter- 
course, is a marriage complete in form, but incomplete in 
substance. A person so betrothed can forbid any other banns 
to all etemity. It has, however, been set aside where a partj 
so betrothed contrived to get married regularly and children 
were bom thereafter. But such a decision was for the sake 
of the offspring, and of doubtftd justice. However, inyonr 
case, the birth of your child closes that door, and your mar- 
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nage is complete both in form and sabstance. Tour course, 
therefore, is to sae for your conjugal rights: it will be the 
pretfdest case of the Century. The law is all on our side, 
theChnreh all on theirs. If you come to that, the old Batayian 
law, which compeUed the clergy to marry, hath fallen into dis- 
use, but was never formally repealed." 

Margaret was quite puzzled. <* What are you driying at, 
sir? Whoamitogotolawwith?" 

"Whoisthedefendant? Why, thevicarof Gouda." 

^'Alas, poorsoull And for what shalll law him?" 

''Why, to make him take you into his hoose, and share 
bed and board with you, to be sure." 

Margaret tumed red as fire. " Gramercy for your rede," 
Baid she. ''What, is yon a woman's part? Constrain a man 
to be hers by force? That is men's way of wooing, not ours. 
Say I were so ill a woman as ye think me , I should set myself 
to beguile him, not to law him;" and she departed, crimson 
with shame and Indignation. 

"There is an impracticable fool for you," said the man of 
art. 

Margaret had her will drawn elsewhere, and made her boy 
safe from poverty, marriage or no marriage. 

These are theprincipalincidents, that in ten whole years 
befell two peaceM lives , which in a much shorter period had 
been so thronged with adventures and emotions. 

l^heir general tenor was now peace,piety,the mild content 
that lasts, not the fierce bliss ever on tiptoe to depart: and, 
above all, Christian charity. 

On this sacred ground these two true lovers met with an 
uniformity and a kindness of sentiment, which went far to 
soothe the wound in their own hearts. To pity the same 
bereaved: to hnnt in couples all the ills in Gouda, and con- 
trive and scheme together to remedy all that were remedi- 
able ; to use the rare insight into troubled hearts , which their 
own troubles had giyen them, and use it to make others 
happier than themselves, this was their daily practice. And in 
this blessed cause their passion for one another cooled a little, 
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bat their affection increased. From the time Margaret enterd 
heart and sool into Gerard's pious charities that affeetioi 
purged itself of all mortal dross. And, as it hadnowloof 
outUved Bcandal and nuBapprehension, one woold bare 
thought that so bright an example of pure self-denying a&^ 
tion was to remain long before the world, to showmenhof 
nearly religiouB faith, even when not quitereasonable, and 
religions charity , which is always reaBonable, could raisetwo 
true lovers' hearts to the loving hearts of the angels of heaTCL 
But the great Disposer of events ordered otherwise. 

Little Gerard rejoiced both bis parents' hearts bj ti» 
extraordinary progress he made at Alexander Haaghe*! 
famoiis Bchool at Deventer. 

The last time Margaret retumed from visiting him ske 
came to Gerard flushed with pride. <'0h, Gerard, he willbe 
a great man one day, thanks to thy wisdom in taking him firon 
US siUy women. A great scholar, one Zinthius, came tosee 
the school and judge the scholars, and didn't oor Gerard stand 
up, and not a line in Horace or Terence could Zinthius cite, 
but the boy would follow him with the rest. *Why, 'tisa 
prodigy,' says that great scholar, and there was his poor 
mother stood by and heard it. And he took our Gerard in bis 
arms and kissed him, and what think you he said?" 

**Nay,Iknownot." 

''< Holland will hear of thee one day: and not Holland 
only, but all the world.' Why, what a sad brow I " 

** Sweet one, I am as glad as thou; yet am I uneasy tc^ear 
the child is wise before his time. Ilove himdear; butheis 
thine idol; and Heaven doth offcen break our idols.** 

^'Make thy mind easy," said Margaret. *' Heaven will 
never rob me of my child. What I was to suffer in this world I 
have suffered. For if any ill happened my child or thee 1 
should not live a week. The Lord he knows this , and he will 
leaye me my boy." 

A month had elapsed after this; but Mai*garet*s words 
were yet ringing in lus ears, when, going his daily round of 
yisits to his poor, he was told quite incidentally and as mere 
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gossip that the plague was at Deventer, carried thither by two 
sailors from Hamburgh. 

ELis heart turncd cold within him. News did not gallop in 
those days. The fatal disease must have been there a long 
time bef ore the tidings would reach G ouda. He sent a line by 
a messenger to Margaret, telling her that he was gone to fetch 
little Gerard to stay at the manse a little while ; and would 
she See a bed prepared ; for he should be back next day. And 
so he hoped she would not hear a word of the danger tili it was 
all happily over. He borrowed a good horse, and scarce drew 
rein tili he reached Deventer, quite late in the aftemoon. 
He went at once to the school. The boy had been taken 
away. 

As he leffc the school he caught sight of Margaretes face at 
the window of a neighhouring house she always lodged at 
when she came to Deventer. 

He ran hastily in to scold her and pack both her and the 
boy out of the place. 

To his surprise the servant told him with some hesitation 
that Margaret had been there, but was gone. 

"Gone, woman?" said Gerard, indignantly. "Art not 
ashamed to say so? Why, I saw her but now at the window." 

"Oh, if you saw her — " 

A sweet voice above said, " Stay him not, let him enter." 
It was Margaret. 

Gerard ran up the stairs to her, and went to take her 
band. 

She drew back hastily. 

He looked astounded. 

"lam displeased," said she, coldly. "Whatmakesyou 
bere ? Know you not the plague is in the town? " 

"Ay, dear Margaret: and came straightway to take our 
boy away." 

" What, had he no mother?" 

"Howyouspeaktome! I hoped you knew not." 

"What, think you I leave my boy unwatched? I pay a 

The CloUter and the Hearth. II: 25 
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trusty woman that notes every change in his cheek when I ub 
not here, and lets me know. I am his mother." 

«'Whereishe?" 

'*In Rotterdam, I hope, ere this/* 

"ThankHeavenl Andwhyareyounotthere?" 

" I am not fit for the joumey : never heed me ; go yonhom« 
on the instant: TU follow. For shame of you to comeheit 
risking your precious life." 

<< It is not so precious as thine,** said Gerard. ^' Bat let thst 
pass ; we will go home together, and on the instant.** 

'< Nay , I have some matters to do in the town. Go thon at 
once ; and I will follow forthwith." 

**Leave thee alone in a plague-stricken town? To ^j^om 
speak you, dear Margaret?" 

"Nay, then, we shall quarrel, Gerard." 

" Methinks I see Margaret and Gerard quarrelling ! Whv, 
it takes two to quarrel, and we are but one." 

With this Gerard smiled on her sweetly. But there wv 
no kind responsive glance. She looked cold, gloomy, and 
troubled. He sighed, and sat patiently down opposite her 
with his face all puzzled and saddened. He said nothing: 
for he feit sure she would ezplain her capricious conduct , or it 
would ezplain itself. 

Presently she rose hastily, and tried to reach her bed- 
room: but on the way she staggered and put out her band. 
He ran to her with a cry of alarm. She swooned in his arms. 
He laid her gently on the ground, and beat her cold hands, 
and ran to her be<^om, and fetched water, and sprinkled her 
pale face. His own was scarce less pale; for in a basin he 
had Seen water stained with blood : it alarmed him , he knew 
not why. She was a long time ere she revived, and when she 
did she found Gerard holding her band, and bending over her 
with a look of infinite concem and tendemess. She seemed 
at first as if she responded to it, but the nezt moment her eyei 
dilated, and she cried, "Ah, wretch, leave myhand; how 
dare you touch me ? " 

" Heaven help her I " said Gerard. " She is not herself." 
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" You will not leave me, then, Gerard?" said she, faintly, 
**Ala8l why do I ask? Would I leave thee if thou wert — 
Atleast, touchmenot, and then 1 will let thee bide, andsee 
the last of poor Margaret. She ne'er spoke harsh to thee be- 
fore, sweetheart; and she never will again." 

'^Alas! what mean these dark words, these wild and 
troubied looks?" said Gerard, clasping his hands. 

"My poor Gerard," said Margaret, "forgive me that I 
spoke so to thee. I am but a woman , and would have spared 
thee a sight will make thee weep." She burst into tears. "Ah, 
me!" she cried, weeping, "that I cannot keep grief from 
thee: there is a great sorrow before my darling, and this time 
I shall not be able to come and dry his eyes." 

"Let it come, Margaret, so it touch not thee,'* said 
Gerard, trembling. 

"Dearest," said Margaret, solemnly, "call now religion to 
thine aid and mine. 1 must have died before thee one day, 
or eise outlived thee and so died of grief." 

"Died? thou die? I will never let thee die. Where is 
thypain? Whatisthy trouble?" 

" The plague," said she, calmly . Gerard uttered a cry of 
horror, and started to his feet: she read his thought " Use- 
less," said she, quietly. "Mynosehathbled; none everyet 
survived to whom that came along with the plague. Bring no 
fools hither to babble over the body they cannot save. 1 am 
but a woman; I love not to be stared at; let none see me die 
but thee." 

And even with this a convulsion seized her, and she re- 
mained sensible but speechless a long time. 

And now for the first time Gerard began to realize the 
firightful truth, and he ran wildly to and fro, and cried to 
Heaven for help as drowning men cry to their fellow- 
creatures. She raised herseif on her arm, and set herseif to 
quiet him. 

She told him she had known the torture of hopes and 
Fears , and was resolved to spare him that agony. " 1 let my 
[nind dwell too mach on the danger," said she, "and so 

25* 
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opened my brain to it; through which door when this snbüe 
yenom enters it makes short work. I shall not be Bpottedor 
loathsome, my poor darling; God is good and spares tfaee 
that ; but in tweive hours I shall be a dead woman. Ah, look 
not so, but be a man: be a priest! Waste not one precions 
minuteoyermybody; it is doomed; but comfort xnyparting 
soiü." 

Gerard , sick and cold at heart kneeled down, and prayed 
for help from Heaven to do his duty. 

When he rose from his knees his face was pale and old, 
but deadly calm and patient. He went softly and brougfat 
her bed into the room, and laid her gently down and snp- 
ported her head with pillows. Then he prayed by her side 
the prayers for the dying, and she said Amen to each prajer. 
Then for some hours she wandered, but when the feil disease 
had quite made sure of its prey, her mind cleared ; and she 
begged Gerard to shrive her; "For oh my conscience itii 
laden," said she, sadly. 

"Confess thy sins to me, my daughter; let there be no 
reserve." 

"My father," said she, sadly, "I have one great sin on my 
breast this many years. £'en now that death is at my heart 
I can scarce own it. But the Lord is d^bonair: if thou wilt 
pray to him, perchance he may forgive me " 

" Confess it first, my daughter.'* 

"I — alas!" 

" Confess it!" 

"I deeeived thee. This many years I have deceived 
thee." 

Here tears interrupted her speech. 

"Courage, my daughter, courage," said Gerard, kindly, 
overpowering the lover in the priest. 

She hid her face in her hands, and with many sighs told 
him it was she who had broken down the hermit's cave with 
the help of Jorian Ketel. "1, shallow, did it but to hinder tbj 
retum thither; but when thou sawest therein the finger of 
God, I played the traitress, and said, 'Whilehethinkssohe 
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will ne'er leave G-ouda manse;' and I held mj tongue. Oh 
false heart." 

*^ Courage, my daughter; thou dost exaggerate a trivial 
fault." 

"Ah, but 'ÜB not aU. The birds." 

"Well?" 

" They followed thee not to Gouda by miracle but by my 
treason. I said, he will ne*er be quite happy without bis 
birds that visited him in bis cell; and I was jealous of them, 
and cried, and said, these foul little things, they are my 
child's rivals. And 1 bought loaves of bread, and Jorian and 
me we put crumbs at the cave door, and thence went sprinkling 
tbem all the way to the manse, and there a heap. And my 
wiles succeeded , and they came , and thou wast glad , and I 
was pleased to see thee glad; and when thou sawest in my 
guile the finger of Heaven, wicked, deceitful, 1 did hold my 
tongue. Butdiedeceivingthee? ah, no, Icould not. For- 
give me if thou canst; I was but a woman; I knew no better 
at the time. 'Twas writ in my bosom with a very sunbeam, 
* 'Tis good for him to bide at Gouda manse.* " 

"Forgivethee, sweet innocenti" sobbed Gerard, "what 
have / to forgive? Thou hadst a foolish froward child to 
^uide to his own weal, and didst all this for the best. I thank 
thee and bless thee. But as thy confessor, all deceit is ill in 
Heaven'fl pure eye. Therefore thou hast done well to con- 
fess and report it; and even on thy confession and penitence 
the Church through me absolves thee. Pass to thy graver 
faults." 

"Mygraverfaults? AlasI alasl Why, what have I done 
to compare? I am not an ill woman, not a veiy ill one. If 
He can forgive me deceiving thee , He can well forgive me all 
the rest ever I did." 

Being gently pressed, she said she was to blame not to 
have done more good in the world. "I had jüst begun to do 
a little," she said; "and now I must go. But I repine not, 
fiince 'tis Heaven's will. Only I am so afeardthou wiltmiss 
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me." Andatthisshecouldnotrestrainhertears, thonglifihe 
tried hard. 

Gerard struggled with his as well as he could; and know- 
ingherlifeofpiety, purity, andcharity, and seeing that sbe 
could not in her present atate realize any sin bat her haTing 
deceived Atm, gave her füll absolution. Then he put tiie 
crucifix in her hand, and, while he consecrated the oil, bade 
her fix her mind neither on her merits nor her demerits, bat o& 
Hirn who died for her on the tree. 

She obejed him, with a look of confiding Ioto and sab- 
mission. 

And he touched her ejes with the consecrated oil| and 
prayed aloud beside her. 

Soon after she dozed. 

He watched beside her, more dead than alive himself. 

When the day broke she awoke, and seemed to acqoire 
Bome energy. She begged him to look in her box for her mar- 
riage lines, and for a picture, and bring them both to her. He 
did so. She then entreated him by lül they had sufiPeredfor 
each other, to ease her mind by making a solenin Towto 
execute her dying requests. 

He Yowed to obey them to the letter. 

" Then , Gerard , let no creature come here to lay me oat 
I could not bear to be stared at ; my very corpse would blttsh. 
Also I would not be made a monster of for the worms to sneer 
at as well as feed on. Also my very clothes are tainted, and 
shall to earth with me. I am a physician*s daughter : and iü 
becomes me kill folk, being dead, which did so little goodto 
men in the days of health ; wherefore lap me in lead , the way 
I am; and bury me deep ! yet not so deep but what one daj 
thou mayst find the way, and lay thy bones by mine. 

" Whiles I lived 1 went to Gouda but once or twice a week. 
It cost me not to go each day. Let me gain this by dying, to 
be always at dear Gouda — in the green kirkyard. 

"Also they do say the spirit hovers where the body lies: I 
would have my spirit hover near thee , and the kirkyard is not 
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far from the manse. I am so afeard some ill will Lappen thee, 
Margaret being gone. 

*^ And see , with mine own hands I place my marriage lines 
in my bosom. Let no liying band move them , on pain of thy 
surse and mine. Then, wben the angel comes for me at the 
Lastday, heshallsay, tiiisis an honest woman, she hath her 
[narriage lines (for you know I am your lawfiil wife though 
tioly Church hath come between us), and he will set me where 
the honest women be. I will not sit among ill women, no , not 
in heaven; for their mind is not my mind, nor their sonl my 
joul. I have stood, unbeknown, at my window, and heard 
their talk." 

For some time she was unable to say any more, but made 
dgns to him that she had not done. 

At last she recovered her breath , and bade him look at the 
picture. 

It was tiie Portrait he had made of her when they were 
p^oung together , and little thought to part so soon. He held 
it in Ms hands and looked at it, but could scarce see it. He 
lad left it in fragments , bat now it was whole. 

"They cutit to pieces, Gerard. But see, Love mocked 
it their kniyes. 

"I implore thee with my dying breath , let this picture 
lang ever in thine eye. 

"I have heard that such as die of the plague, unspotted, 
fei after death spots have been known to come out ; and , oh, 
[ could not bear thy last memory of me to be so. Therefore, 
is soon as the breath is out of my body, cover my face with 
Ms handkerchief , and look at me no more tili we meet again, 
twill not be so very long. promise." 

"Ipromise," said Gerard, sobbing. 

*'But look on this picture instead. Forgive me ; I am but 
i woman. I could not bear my face to lie a foul thing in thy 
nemory. Nay, I must have thee still think me as fair as I was 
Tue. Hast csdledme an angel onceortwice; but be just! did 
[ not still teil thee I was no angel, but only a poor simple 
ifoman, that whiles saw clearer l^an thou because she looked 
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bat a little way, and that loves thee dearly, and never lored 
but thee, and now with her dylng breath prajs thee indolge 
herinthis, thou that art a man." 

<<lwill. IwiU. Eachword, each wish is sacred.** 

'^BlesB thee! Bless thee! So then the eyes that now can 
scarce see thee, they are so troubled by the pest, and tbe 
Ups that shall not touch thee to taint thee, will still be be- 
fore thee, as they were when we were young and thon didst 
love me." 

""When I did love thee , Margaret ! Oh , never loyed I thee 
as now." 

" Hast not told me so of late." 

"Alas! hath love no voice but words? I was a priest; I 
had Charge of thy sool; the sweet Offices of a pure love wen 
lawful; words of love imprudent at the least. But now the 
good fight is won, ah me! Oh my love, if thou hast lired 
doubting of thy Gerard's heart, die not so: for never was 
woman loved so tenderly as thou this ten years past^" 

" Calm thyself , dearone," said the dying woman , witha 
heavenly smile ; ^^ I know it : only being but a woman , I coold 
not die happy tili I had heard thee say so. Ah, I have pined 
ten years for those sweet words. Hast said them ; and tius is 
the happiest hour of my life. I had to die to get them ; well, 
I grudge not the price." 

From this moment a gentle complacency rested on her 
fading features. But she did not speak. 

Then Gerard, who had loved her soul so many yean, 
feared lest she should expire with a mind too fixed on earthlj 
affection. " Oh my daughter," he cried, "my dear daughter, 
if indeed thou lovest me as I love thee, give me not the pain 
of seeing thee die with thy pious soul fixed on mortal things. 

"Dearest lamb of all my fold, for whose soul I mnst 
answer, oh think not now of mortal love, butofHiswhodied 
for thee on the tree. Oh let thy last look be heavenwards, thj 
last Word a word of prayer." 

She tumed a look of gratitude and obedience on him. 
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**W hat Saint?" she murmured: meaning, doubtless, "what 

Saint should she invoke as an intercessor." 

" He to whom the saints themselves do pray." 

She tumed on him one more sweet look of love and sub- 

zaission , and put her pretty hands together in prayer like a 

child. 

"Jesu!" 

This blessed word was her last. She lay with her eyes 
lieavenwards , and her hands put together. 

Gerard prayed fervently for her passing spirit. And when 
lue had prayed a long time with his head averted, netto see 
lier last breath, all seemed unnaturally still. He tumed his 
liead fearfully. It was so. 

She was gone. 

Nothing left him now, but the earthly shell of as constant, 
pure, and loving a spirit, as ever adomed the earth. 



CHAPTER XLVII. 

A PRIEST is never more thoroughly a priest than in the 
Chamber of death. Gerard did the last Offices of the Church 
for the departed, just as he should have done them for his 
smallest parishioner. He did this mechanically, then sat 
down stupefied by the sudden and tremendous blow ; and not 
yet realizing the pangs of bereavement. Then in a transport 
of religious enthusiasm he kneeled and thanked Heaven for 
her Christian end. 

And then all his thought was to take her away from 
strangers, and lay her in his own churchyard. That very 
evening a covered cart with one horse started for Gouda, and 
in it was a coffin, and a broken-hearted man lying with his 
arms and chin resting on it. 

The moumer's short lived energy had exhausted itself in 
the necessary preparations , and now he lay crushed, clinging 
to the cold lead that held her. 
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The man of whom the cart was liired walked by the 
horse's head, and did not speak to him, and when he baited 
the horse spoke but in a whisper, respecting that mute agony. 
But, when he stopped for the night, he and the landlord made 
a weli-meaning attempt to get the mouraer away to take some 
rest and food. Bat Gerard repulsed them, and, when thej 
persisted, ahnest snarled at them, like afaithfiü dog, and 
clung to the cold lead all night So then they drew a cloak 
over him, and left him in peace. 

And at noon the sorrowfiil cart came np to the manse, and 
there were füll a score of parishioners collected with one little 
paltry trouble or another. They had missed the parson al- 
ready. And when they saw what it was, and saw their healer 
so stricken down, they raised a loud wail of grief, and it 
roused him from his lethargy of woe, and he saw where he 
was, and their faces, and tried to speak to them. ''Oh my 
children! my childrenl" he cried; but choked with angoish 
could say no more. 

Yet tiie next day, spite of all remonstrances, he boried her 
himself , and read the service with a Yoice that only trembled 
now and then. Many tears feil npon her grave. And when 
the Service ended he stayed there standing like a statue, and 
the people left the churchyard out of respect. 

He stood like one in a dream , tili the sexton , who was , as 
most men are , a f ool , began to fill in the grave without giving 
him due waming. 

But at the sound of earth falling on her, Gerard uttered a 
Piercing scream. 

The sexton forbore. 

Gerard staggered and put his band to his breast. The 
sexton supported him, and called for help. 

Jorian Retel, who lingered near, mouming his bene- 
factress , ran into the churchyard , and the two supported Ge- 
rard into the manse. 

"Ah, Jorian! good Jorian I" said he, "something snapped 
within me ; I feit it, and I heard it : here Jorian, here : *' and he 
put bis band to his breast. 
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CHAPTER XLVIIL 

A FORTNiGHT after this a pale , bowed figure entered the 
Dominican conYent in the suburbs of Gouda, and sought 
Speech with brother Ambrose, who govemed Üie convent as 
deputy, the prior having lately died, and his successor, though 
appointed, not having arrived. 

The sick man was Gerard , come to end b'fe as he began it. 
He entered as a novice, on probation; but the truth was, he 
was a failing man, and knew it, and came there to die in 
peace, near kind and gentle Ambrose his friend, and the 
other monks to whom his honse and heart had alwajs been 
open. 

His manse was more than he could bear; it was too fall of 
reminiscences of her. 

Ambrose, who knew his yalue, and hissorrow, was not 
without a kindly hope of curing him , and restoring him to his 
parish. With this view he put him in a comfortable cell 
over the gateway, and forbade him to fast or practise any 
austerities. 

But in a few days the new prior arrived, and proved a very 
Tartar. At first he was absorbed in curing abuses, and 
tightening the general discipline ; but one day hearing the 
idcar of Gouda had entered the convent as a novice, he said, 
** *Ti8 well; let him first give up his vicarage then, or go: I'll 
no fat parsons in my house." The prior then sent for Gerard, 
and he went to him; and the moment they saw one another 
they both started. 

"Clement!" 

"Jeromel" 
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CHAPTER XLIX. 

Jebomx was as morose as ever in his general character; bat 
he had somewhat softened towards Gerard. All the time he 
was in England he had missed him more than he thon^ht pos- 
sible , and since then had often wondered what had become of 
him. What he heard in Gouda raised his feeble brother in 
his good opinion : above all that he had withstood the Pope 
and the Minorites on ^'the infernal heresj of the immaoolate 
conception," as he called it. Bat when one of his young 
monks told him with tears in his eyes the cause of G^erard's 
illness, all his contempt revived. " Dying for a woman ? " 

He determined to avert this scandal : he yisited Clement 
twice a day in his cell, and tried all his old influence and all 
his eloquence to induce him to shake off this unspiritoal 
despondency, and not rob the Church of his piety anil his 
eloquence at so critical a period. 

Gerard heard him, approved his reasoning, admiredhis 
strength, confessed his own weakness , and continued Yisibly 
to wear away to the land of the leal. One day Jerome told 
him he had lieard his story, and heard it with pride. ^<But 
now," said he, ''you spoil it all, Clement: for this is the 
triumph of earthly passion. Better have yielded to it, and 
repented , than resist it while she lived , and succumb under it 
now body and soul." 

*^Dear Jerome," said Clement, so sweetly as to rob his 
remonstrance of the tone of remonstrance, "here, I think, 
you do me some injustice. Passion there is none : but a deep 
affection, for which I will not blush here, since I shall not 
blush for it in Heaven. Bethink thee, Jerome; thepoordog 
that dies of grief on his master's grave, is he guilty of passion? 
Neither am I. Passion had saved my life, and lost my souL 
She was my good angel: she sustained me in my duty and 
charity ; her faceencouraged mein thepulpit: her Ups soothed 
me imder ingratitude. She intertwined herseif with all that 
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was good in my life : and after leaning on her so long, I could 
not go on alone. And, dear Jerome, believe me I am no rebel 
against Heaven. It is God's will to release me. When they 
threw the earth upon her poor coffin, something snapped 
within my bosom here that mended may not be. I heard it 
and I feit it. And from that time , Jerome , no food that I put 
in my mouth had any savour. With my eyes bandaged now 
I coiüd not teil thee which was bread, and which was flesh, by 
eatingofit." 

"Holysaints!" 

'^ And again, from that same honr my deep dejection left 
me, and I smiled again. I often smiie — why? I read it 
thos : He in whose hands are the issues of life and death gave 
me that minute the great summons; 'twas some cord of life 
snapped in me. He is very pitiful. 1 should have lived un- 
happy ; but He said *No; enough is done, enough is suffered; 
poor, feeble, lovingservant, thy shortcomings areforgiven, 
thy sorrows touch thine end ; come thou to thy rest ! ' I come, 
Lord, I come." 

Jerome groaned. "The Chnrch had ever her holy but 
feeble servants," he said. "Now would I give ten years of 
my life to save thine. But I see it may not be. Die in 
peace." 

And so it was that in a few days more Gerard lay a-dying 
in a frame of mind so holy and happy, that more than one 
aged Saint was there to gamer bis dying words. In the even- 
ing he had seen Giles, and begged him not to let poor Jack 
starve : and to see that little Gerard's trustees did their duty, 
and to kiss bis parents for him, and to send Denys to his 
friends in Burgundy: "Poor thing, he will feel so stränge 
here without his comrade." And after that he had an in- 
terview with Jerome alone. What passed between them was 
never distinctiy known; but it must have been something 
remarkable ; for Jerome went from the door with his hands 
crossed on his breast, his high head lowered, and sighing as 
he went. 
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The two monks that watched with him tili matins re- 
lated that all through the night he broke out from time to 
time in pious exclamations, and praises, and thanksgivings: 
only once they said he wandered, and thoaght he saw her 
Walking in green meadows with other spirits clad in white, 
and beckoning him ; and thej all smiled and beckoned him. 
And both these monks said (but it might have been fancj) 
that just before dawn there came three light taps against the 
wall, one after another, very slow; and the dying man heard 
them, and said "Icome, love, Icome." 

This much is certain, that Gerard did utter these words, 
and prepare for his departure, haying uttered them. He sent 
for all the monks who at that hour were keeping vigil. They 
came, and hovered like gentle spirits round him with holy 
words. Some prayed in silence for him with their faces 
touching the ground, others tenderlj supported his head. 
But when one of them said something about his life of self- 
denial and charity, he stopped him, and addressing them all 
said, "My dear brethren, take note that he, who here dies 
so happy, holds not these new-fangled doctrines of man's 
merit. Oh, what a miserable hour were this to me an if I did! 
Nay, but I hold with the Apostles, and their pupils in the 
Church, the ancient fathers, tbat *we are justified, not by 
our own wisdom, or piety, or the works we have done in holi- 
ness of heart, but by faith.* " * 

Then there was a silence, and the monks looked at one 
another significantly. 

"Please you sweep the floor," said the dying Christian in 
a voice to which all its deamess and force seemed supema- 
turally restored. 

They instantlyobeyed, not without a sentiment of awe and 
curiosity. 

''Make me a great cross with wood ashes." 

* He WM cltlng from Clement of Rome — 

•* Ov dl iavtmv dixaiovfiiS^a ovSt dia tijg '^fietegag aotpiag^ ^ evatßt*' 
ecg, if tQYOiv <av xontif^yaaafihd^a tv daiottiri xaqdiag, aJUa dia rijg äi- 
offwf." — Lpist. ad Corinth,, I. 32. 
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They strewed the ashes in form of agreat cross upon the 

floor. 

" Now lay me down on it : for so will I die." 

And thej took him gently from his bed, and laid him on 

the cross of wood ashes. 

" Shall we spread out thine arms, dear brother?" 
" Now God forbid ! Am I worthy of that ? " 

He lay silent, but with his eyes raised in ecstasy. 

Presently he spoke half to them, half to himself. "Oh," 
he Said with a subdued but concentrated rapture, "I feel it 
buoyant. It lifts me floating in the sky whence my merits 
had sunk me like lead." 

Day broke ; and displayed his face cast upward in silent 
rapture, andhishandstogether; like Margaret's. 

And just about the hour she died he spoke his last word in 
this World. 

"Jesu!" 

And even with that word — he feil asleep 

They laid him out for his last resting-place. 

Under his linen they found a horse-hair shirt. "Ah!** 
cried the young monks, " behold a saint ! " 

Under the hair cloth they found a long thick tress of au- 
bum hair. 

They started, and were horrified; and a babel of voice» 
arose, some condemning, some excusing. 

In the midst of which Jerome came in, and, hearing the 
dispute, tumed to an ardent young monk called Basil, who 
was crying scandal the loudest. "Basil," said he, "is she 
alive or dead that owned this hair? " 

" How may I know, father ? " 

"Then for aught you know it may be the relic of a 
Saint?" 

" Certes it may be," said Basil sceptically. 
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"You have then broken our rule, which saith 'Put ill 
oonstruction on no act done bj a brother which can be con- 
Btrued innocently.' Who are 70U to judge such a man as tiiis 
was? go to your cell, and stir not out for a week by wayof 
penance." 

He then carried off the lock of hair. 

And when the coffin was to be closed, he oleared the cell: 
and put the tress upon the dead man's bosom. '^ There, Cle- 
ment/' Said he to the dead face. And set hhnself a penance 
for doing it; and nailed the coffin up himself. 

The next day Gerard was buried in Gktuda churchjard. 
The monks foUowed him in procession from the conveni 
Jerome, who was evidently carrying out the wishes of the 
deceased, read the service. The grave was a deep one, ssid 
at the bottom of it was a lead coffin. Poor Gerard's, li^ht as a 
feather (so wasted was he), was lowered, and placed by the 
aide of it. 

After the service Jerome said a few words to the crowd of 
parishioners that had come to take the last look at their best 
friend. When he spoke of the virtuos of the departed, lond 
wailing and weeping burst forth, and tears feil upon the two 
coffins like rain. 

The monks went home. Jerome collected them in the 
refectory and spoke to them thus : '' We have this day laid a 
Saint in the earth. The convent will keep bis trentsds, but 
will feast, not fast; for our good brother is freed from the 
bürden of the flesh ; bis labours are over, and he has entered 
into bis joyfiil rest. I alone shall fast, and do penance: for 
to my shame I say it, I was ui^just to him, and knew not bis 
woröi, tili it was too late. And you, young monks, be not 
curious to inquire whether a lock he bore on bis bosom was a 
token of pure affection, or the relic of a saint; but remember 
the heart he wore beneath: most of all, fix your eyes upon bis 
lif e and conversation ; and follow them an ye may : for he was 
a holy man." 

Thus after life's fitful fever these true lovers were at 
peace. The grave, kinder to them thanthe Church, united 
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them for eyer: and now a man of another age and nation, 
touched with their fate, has laboured to boild their tombstone, 
and rescue them from long and unmerlted oblivion. 

He asks for them your sympathy, but not your pity. 

No , put this story to a wholesome use. 

Fiction mu8t often giye false views of live and death. 
Here, as it happens, curbed by history, she gives you true 
ones. Let the barrier that kept these trae lovers apart 
prepare you for this, that here on earth there will nearly 
always be some obstacle or other to yonrperfect happiness; 
to their early death apply your Reason and your Faith, by 
way of exercise and preparation. For if you cannot bear to 
be told that these died young,* who , had they lived a hundred 
years, would still be dead, how shall you bear to see the 
gentle, the loving, and the true, gllde from your own bosom to 
the grave , and fly from your house to heaven ? 

Yet this is in störe for you. In every age the Master of 
life and death, who is kinder as well as wiser than we are, 
has transplantedto heaven, young, earth*8 sweetest flowers. 

I ask your sympathy then for their rare constancy, and 
pure affection, and their cruel Separation by a vile heresy» 
in the bosom of the Church ; but not your pity for their early, 
bnthappyend. 

Beati sunt qui in Domino moriuntur. 



CHAPTEE L. 

In compliance with a custom I despise, but have not the 
spirit to resist, I linger on the stage to pick up the smaller 
Fragments of humanity I have scattered about: t. e. some of 
them, for the way-side characters have no claim on me; they 
haye served their turn if they have persuaded the reader that 
Gerard travelled from Holland to Rome through human 
beings , and not through a population of doUs. 

Eli and Catherine lived to a great age : lived so long that 
* Celibaej of tbe Clergy, an innoTatlon of the middle agei. 
Tke aoUter and the Hearth. U. 26 
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both Gerard and Margaret grew to be dim memories. 63» 
also was longSBvous ; he went to tlie court of Bavaria, and w&s 
alive there at ninety, but had spmehow tumed into bones and 
leather, trumpet toned. , 

Comelis, &ee from all rivals^ and forgiven long ago bjbü 
mother, who clung to him more and more now allherbzood 
was scatteredy waited, and waited, and waited, for liä 
parents' decease. But Catherine's shrewd word came toe. 
ere she and her mate wore out, this worthy ros^d away. At 
sixty-five he lay dying of old age in his mother's arms, akle 
woman of eighty-six. He had lain unconscious a whUe; bat 
came to himself m arttculo mortis, and seeing her near him, 
told her how he would transform the shop and premises u 
ßoon as they should be his. " Yes, my darling," said the poor 
old woman, soothingly; and in another minute he was claj: 
and that clay was followed to the grave by all the feet w\m 
shoes he had waited for. 

Denys, broken-hea^tedat hiscpmrade's death, wasglad 
to retum to Burgnndy, and there a sznall pension the court 
allowed him kept him until unezpectedly he inherited a con* 
siderable sum from a relation. He was known in liis native 
place for many years as a crusty old soldier, who conld teil 
good Btories of war, wken he chose; and a bitter raile 
against women. 

Jerome, disgusted with northem laxiiy, retired to ItalT, 
and, haying high connections, became at seventy a mitreä 
abbot. He put on the screw of discipline : his monks revered 
and hated him. He ruled with iron rod ten years. And one 
night he died, alone ; for he had not found the way to a sin^e 
heart. The Vulgate was on his pillow, and the crucifix iö 
his band, and on his lips something more like a smile than 
was ever seen there while he lived; so that, methinks, at 
that awfiil hour he was not quite alone. Requiescat in paw. 
The Master he served has many servants, and they bave 
many minds, and now and then afaithful one will be a sorly 
one, as it is in these our mortal mansions. 

The yellow-haired laddie, Gerard Gerardson, belongs 
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not to Fiction but to History. She has recorded bis birtb in 
otber terms tban mine. Over tbe tailor's bouse in tbe Brede 
Kirk Straet sbe bas inscribed: — 

"H^C EST PARVA DOMÜS NATÜS QüÄ MAGNUS EeASMÜS;" 

and sbe bas written balf a dozen lives of bim. But tbere is 
sometbing left for ber yet to do. She bas no more com- 
prebended magnum Erasmum, tban auy otber pigmj com- 
prebends a giant, or partisan a judge. 

First scbolar and divine of bis epocb, be was also tbe 
heaven-bom dramatist of bis Century. Some of tbe best 
seenes in tbis new book are from bis mediseval pen, and 
illumine tbe pages wbere tbey come ; for tbe words of a genius 
so bigb as bis are not bom to die : tbeir immediate work upon 
mankind fulfiUed, tbey may seem to lie torpid; but, at eaeb 
firesb sbower of intelligente Time pours. upon tbeir students, 
tbey prove tbeir immortal race: tbey revive, tbey spring 
from tbe dust of greatlibraries; tbeybud, tbey flo wer, tbey 
fruit, tbey seed, from generation to generation, and from 
age to age. 
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